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Written by a Perſon of Quality. 


ITS, like Phyſicians, never can agree, 
When of a different Society; 
And Rabel's Drops were never more cry d down | 
By all the Learned Doctors of the Town, | 
Than a new Play, whoſe Author is unknown : 5 
Aer can thoſe Doctors with more Malice ſue . 
Aud powerful Purſes ) the diſſenting Fee, 
* Than thoſe with an inſulting Pride, do rail 
At all who are not of their own Cabal. 
If Hung Poet hit your Humour right, 
You judge him then out of Revenge and Spite; 
So among Men there are ridiculous Elves, 
Who Monkeys hate for being too like themſetves : 
So that the Reaſon of the Grand Debate, | 
* Why Wit ſo oft is damm d, when good Playa 
J, that you cenſure as you love or hate. 
Thus, like a learned Conclave, Poets fit, 
Catbolict Judges both of Senſe and Wit, 
And damn or ſave, as they themſelves think fit. 
= Yet thoje robo to others Faults are ſo ſevere, 
Are not ſo perfect, but themſelves may err. 
= Some zorite correct indeed; but then the whole 
( -Buating their aum dull Stuff ith Play) is ftole 
A, Bees do fuck from Flowers their Hony-Dew, 
So they rob others, ſtriving to pleaſe you. 
Same write their Characters genteel and fine, 
But then they do ſo toil-for every Line, 
Dat what to you does eaſy ſeem, and plain, 
I te hard Iſſue of their labouring Brain. | 
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q PROLOGUE, 


Hud ſome ti Effects of all their Pains we ſee, 
I but to mimick good Extempore. - + 
Others by long Converſe about the Town, 

Have Wit enough to write a leud Lampoon, 
But their chief Skill lies in a Baudy Song. 

In ſhort, the only Wit that's now in Faſhion, 
I but the Gleanings of good Converſation. 

As for the Author of this coming Play, 


1d him what he thought fit I fhould ſay, 


In thanks for your good Company to day. 
He call d me Fool, and ſaid it was well known, 
You came not here for our Sakes, but your own. 


Nero Plays are fluff d with Wits, and with Debauches, 
Tat croud and ſweat like Cits in May-day Coaches. 
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A popiſh Carnival! A Maſquerade ! 
The Devil's in't if this will pleaſe the Nation, 
In theſe our be Times of Reformation, 
When Conventicling is ſo much in Faſhion. 
And yet 4 | 
T bat mutinous Tribe leſs Factions do beget, 
Than your continual differing in Nit; 
Tour Fudgments's ( as your Paſſions ) a Diſeaſe: 
Nor Muſe, nor Miss, your Appetite can pleaſe; 
Youre grown as nice as queaſy Conſciences, 
FW heje each Convulſion, when the Spirit moves, 


Damm every thing that Maggot diſappruves. 


With canting Rule you tvou d the Stage refine, 
And to dull Method all our Senſe confine. 
With th Injolence of Common-wealths you rule, 
Where each gay Fop, and politick brave Foo] 
On Monarch Wit impoſe without contraul. 
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| HE baniſh'd Cavaliers! A Roving Blade! 


a 


EPILOGUE. 


A, for the laſt who ſeldom ſees a Play, 

Unleſs it be the old Black-Friers way, 

Shaking his empty Noddle der Bamboo, | 
He cry;—Good Faith, theſe Plays will never ab, 
— 4h, Sir, in my young Days, what lofty Wit, 


What high-ſtrain'd Scenes of Fighting there were writ 


Theſe are ſlight airy Toys. But tell me, pray, 
What has the Houſe of Commons done to day? 
Then ſhews his Politicks, to let you ſee 
Of State Af airs he Il judge as notably, 
As he can do of Wit and Poetry. 

The younger Sparks, who hither do reſort, 


rn e 
Pex & your gentle Things, give us more Sport; 
Dann me, Tm ſure "twill never pleaſe the Court. 
Such Fops are never pleas d, unleſs the Play 


Be fluff d with Fools, as brisk and dull as they: 
Such might the half Crown ſpare, and in a Glaſs 
* At home behold a more accompliſ# d Aſs, 

] pere they may ſet their Cravats, Wigs and Faces, 
Aud practiſe ail their Buffoonry Grimaces ; 


See how this Huf b:comes—this Dammy—ftare— 


4 Which they at home may act, becauſe they dare, 


But—muft with prudent Caution do elſewhere. 


L | Oh that aur Nokes, or Tony Lee cou d ſhow 


A Fop but half fo much to th Life as you. 


Dras 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Don 4 the Vice-Roy's Son, Mr. Jevorne. - f 
Don Pedro, a Noble Spaniard, his Friend, Mr. Medburne. \ 
Belvile, an Engliſh Colonel, in love with 


Eber. ads Mr. Betterton. 7 
Willmore, the ROVE R, 2 Mr. Smith. of 
Frederick, an Engh Gentleman, 4 

Friend to Belpile 7244 Blunt, Mr. Croſbie. 
Blunt, an Engliſþ Country Gentleman, Mr. Underhill. 
Stephane, Servant to Don Pedro, Mr. Richards. 
Philippo, Lucetta's Gallant, _ Percival. 
Sancho, Pimp to Lucetta, Mr. Jobn Lee. 
Biſey and Sebaſtian, two Bravoes to Angelica. 
Officers and Soldiers. 3 
Page to Don Antonio. . 
WOMEN. 

3 Siſter to Don Pears, PLE) Mrs. Betterton. 

lena, a oung Woman deſi 

for a kD, Siſter to Florinda, af { Mrs n 
Valeria, a Kinſwoman to Forinda, Mrs. Hughs. 
Angelica Bianca, a famous Curtezan, Mrs. Goin. 5 
Moretta, her Woman, Mrs. Leigh. 1 
Callis, Governeſs to Florinda and Hellena, Mrs. Norris. 
Lucetta, a jilting Wench, M.rxs. Gill. T 


Servants, other Mafqueraders, Men and Women. 
SCENE Nel, in Carnivaltime, 


THE 
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ECT 1L So'nrn32 ik 
A Chamber. 


Enter Florinda and Hellena. 


Florinaa. 
HA an impertinent Thing is a young 
*Þ Girl bred in a Nunnery ! How full of 
Queſtions ! Prithee no more Hellena; I 
have told thee more than thou under- 
ſtand'it already. 

Hell. The more's my Grief; I wou'd. 
fain know as much as you, which makes 
me {o inquiſitive; nor is't enough to know you're a Lover, 
unleſs you teil me too, who tis you ſigh for. 

A 4 Flor. 


| 
8 The Rov ER: Or, 

For. When you are a Lover, I'll think you fit for a Se- 
eret of that Nature. 

Hell. "Tis true, I was never a Lover yet but I be 
gin to have a ſhreud Gueſs, what tis to be fo, and fanſy 
it very pretty to ſigh, and ſing, and bluſh and wiſh, and 
dream and wiſh, and long and wiſh to ſee the Man; and 
when I do, look pale and tremÞle ; juſt as you did when 
my Brother brought home the fine Eng//& Colonel to ſee 
you————what do you call him? Don Bekile. 

Flor. Fie Hellena. | | 

Hell. That Bluſh betrays you——I am ſure tis ſo 
or is it Don-Antonis-the Vice-Roy's Son? ———Or per- 
haps the rich old Don Vincentio, whom my Father de- 
ſigns for your Huſband ? ———Why do you bluſh a- 
gain ? 

Fur. With Indignation ; and how near ſoever my Fa- 
ther thinks I am to marrying that hated Object, I ſhall let 
him ſee I underſtand better what's due to my Beauty, Birth 
and Fortune, and more to my Soul, than to obey thoſe 
unjuſt Commands. 

Hell. Now hang me, if I don't love thee for that dear 
Diſobedience. I love Miſchief ſtrangely, as moſt of our 
Sex do, who are come to love nothing elſe But 
tell me, dear Florinda, don't you love that fine An- 
gleſe ? for I vow next to loving him myſelf, twill 
PR me moſt that you do fo, for he is fo gay and fo 

ndſome. 

Flor. Hellena, a Maid deſign'd for a Nun ought not to 
be ſo curious in a Diſcourſe of Love. 

Hell. And doſt thou think that ever I'll be a Nun? Or 
at leaſt till I'm fo old, Pm fit for nothing elſe. Faith 


no, Siſter; and that which makes me long to know whe» 


ther you love Befvile, is, becauſe I hope he has ſome mad 
Companion or other, that will ſpoil my Devotion ; nay, 


Tm reſolv'd to provide my ſelf this Carnival, if there be 


cer Dao Fellow of my Humour above Ground, tho' 
I ask firſt. 

Flar. Prithee be not fo wild. | 

Hell. Now you have provided yourſelf with a Man, 
you take no. Care for poor me Prithee tell me, _ 


t 
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doſt thou ſee about me that is unfit for Love have not 
I a world of Youth ?- A Humour gay? A Beauty paſlable? 
A Vigour deſirable * Well ſhap'd ? Clean lunb'd ? Sweet 
breath d? And Senſe enough to know how all theſe ought 
to be employ'd to the beſt Advantage? Ves, I do and will. 
Therefore lay aſide your Hopes of my Fortune, by my 
being a Devotee, and tell me how you came acquainted 
with this Belvile; for I perceive you knew him before he 
came to Naples. | 

Flr. Yes, I knew him at the Siege of Pampe/ona, he 
was then a Colonel of French Horſe, who when the Town 
was ranſack'd, nobly treated my Brother and - myſelf, pre- 
ſerving us from all Inſolencies; and I muſt own, (beſides 
great Obligations) I have I know not what, that pleads 
kindly for him about my Heart, and will ſuffer no other 
to enter But ſee my Brother. A 

Enter Don Pedro, Stephano, with a Maſquing Habit, 
lis. | 

Pedro. Good morrow, Siſter, Pray when faw you your 
Lover Don Vincentio? 

Flor. I know not, Sir Callis, when was he hereF 
for I conſider it fo little, I know not when it was. 

Pedro. I have a Command from my Father here 'ta 


tell you, you ought not to deſpiſe him, a Man of fo vaſt 


a Fortune, and ſuch a Paſſion for you Stephano me- 
think Puts on his Maſguing Habit. 
Flor. A Paſſion for me! Tis more than e' er I ſaw, or 
had a defire ſhould be known II hate Vincentio, and I 
would not have a Man fo dear to me as my Brother follow 
the ill Cuſtoms of our Country, and make a Slave of his 
—_ And Sir, my Father's Will, I'm ſure, you may 
vert. | | 
Pearo. I know not how dear I am to you, but I wiſh 
only to be rank'd in your Eſteem, equal with the Enghfb 
Colonel Belvil Why do you frown and bluſh ? Is 


lere any Guilt belongs to the Name of that Cavalier? 


Flor. PI not deny I value Belvile: When I was exposd 
to ſuch Dangers as the licens d Luſt of common Soldiers 
threatned, when Rage and Conqueſt flew thro' the City 
——then Betvile, this Criminal for my fake, -threw him- 

As ſelf 


to "The Rover: Or, 


ſelf into all Dangers to fave my Honour, and will you 
not allow him my Eſteem ? | 

Pedro. Yes, pay him what you will in Honour 
but you muſt conſider Don Vincentiòs Fortune, and the 
Jointure he'll make you. 

Flor. Let him conſider my Youth, Beauty and Fortune; 
which ought not to be thrown away on his Age and 
fointure. 1 <3 

Pedro. Tis true, he's not ſo young and fine a Gentle- 
man as that Belvil but what Jewels will that Cava- 
her preſent you with? Thoſe of his Eyes and Heart? 

Hell. And are not thoſe better than any Don Vincentis 
has brought from the Indies ? 

Pedro. Why how now! Has your Nunnery-breed- 
_ taught you to underſtand the Value of Hearts and 

es? 

"Hell Better than to believe Yincentio deſerves Value 
from any Woman le may perhaps increaſe her 
Bags, but not her Family. 

Pedro. This is fine——Go up to your Devotion, you 
are not defign'd for the Converſation of Lovers. 

Hell. Nor Saints yet awhile I hope. [ Hat. 
It not enough you make a Nun of me, but you muſt 
eaſt my Siſter away to, expoſing her to a worſe Confine- 
ment than a religious Life ? 

Pedro. The Girbs mad— Is it a Confinement to be 


earry'd into the Country, to an ancient Villa belonging 


to the Family of the Vincentio's theſe five hundred Years, 
and have no other Proſpect than that pleaſing one of ſee- 
ing all her own that meets her Eyes —a fine Air, large 
Fields and Gardens, where ſhe may walk and gather 
Flowers ? 

Hell. When? By Moon-Light? For I'm ſure ſhe dares 
not encounter with the Heat of the Sun; that were a Taſk 
only for Don Vincentio and bis Indian Breeding, who loves 
it in the Dog-days— And if theſe be her daily Diver- 
tiſements, what are thoſe of the Night? to lie in a wide 
Moth-eaten Bed-Chamber with Furniture in Faſhion in 
the Reign of King Sancho the Firſt ; the Bed that which 
tis Forefathers liv'd and dy'd in. | 

Pedro. 
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Pearo. Very well. | 

Hell. This Apartment (new furbiſh'd and fitted out for 
the young Wife) he (out of Freedom) makes his Drefſing- 
room; and being a frugal and a jealous Coxcomb, inſtead 
of a Valet to uncaſe his feeble Carcaſe, he deſires you to 


do that Office Signs of Favour, I'll aſſure you, and 
” ſuch as you muſt not hope for, unleſs your Woman be out 
of the way. 

Pedro. Have you done yet? 

Hell. That Honour being paſt, the Giant ſtretches it 
ſelf, yawns and fighs a Belch or two as loud as a Muſket, 
throws himſelf into Bed, and expects you in his foul Sheets, 
and ere you can get your ſelf undreſt, calls you with a 
Snore or two And are not theſe fine Bleſſings to a 
young Lady ? 

Pedro. Have you done yet ? 

Hell. And this Man you muſt kiſs, nay, you muſt kiſs 
none but him too—and nuzzle thro his Beard to find his 
Lips and this you muſt ſubmit to for threeſcore Years, 
and all for a Jointure. 

Pedro. For all your Character of Dor Vincentio, ſhe is 
as like to marry him as ſhe was before. 

Hell. Marry Don Vincentio! Hang me, ſuch a Wedlock 
would be worſe than Adultery with another Man: I had 
rather fee her in the Hotel de Dieu, to waſte her Youth 
there in Vows, and be a Handmaid to Lazers and Cripples, 
than to loſe it in ſuch a Marriage. 

Pedro. You have conſider'd, Siſter, that Bekvile has ne 
Fortune to bring you to, is baniſh'd his Country, deſpis d 
at home, and pity'd abroad. 

Hell. What then? The Vice-Roy's Son is better than 
that Old Sir Fiſty. Don Yincentio! Don Indian! He thinks 
he's trading to Gambo ſtill, and wou'd barter himſelf (that 
Bell ang Bauble) for your-Youth and Fortune. 

Pedro. Callis, take her hence, and lock her up all this 
Carnival, and at Lent ſhe ſhall begin her everlaſting Pe- 
nance in a Monaſtery. 

Hell. ] care not, I had rather be a Nun, than be oblig'd 
to marry as you wou'd have me, if I were deſign'd fort. 


A 6 Pedro. 
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Pedro. Do not fear the Bleſſing of that Choice 
you ſhall be a Nun. 

Hell. Shall I ſo? You may chance to be miſtaken in my 
way of Devotion A Nun! Yes, I am like to make a 
fine Nun! I have an excellent Humour for a Grate: No, 
TIl have a Saint of my own to pray to ſhortly, if I like 

any that dares venture on me. [ Hide. 

Pedro. Callis, make it your Buſineſs to watch this wild 
Cat. As for you Florinaa, Pve only try'd you all this 
while, and urg'd my Father's Will; but mine is, that you 
would love Antonio, he is brave and young, and all that 
can complete the Happineſs of a gallant Maid This 
Abſence of my Father will give us Opportunity to free you 
from Vincentio, by marry ing here, which you muſt do To- 
morrow. 

Flr. To-morrow! 

Pedro. To-morrow, or 'twill be too late tis not 
my Friendſhip to Antonio, which makes me urge this, but 
Love to thee, and Hatred to Vincentio therefore 
yelolve upon't To-morrow. 

Flor. Sir, I ſhall ſtrive to do as ſhall become your 
Siſter. 

Pedro. I'Il both believe and truſt you—— Adieu. 


[ Ex. Ped. and Steph. . 


Hell. As becomes hi, Siſter ! That is, to be as re- 
ſolved your way, as he his [Hell. goes to Callis. 

Fler. I ne er till now perceiv'd my Ruin near, 

Tve no Defence againſt Antonis's Love, 

For he has all the Advantages of Nature, 

The moving Arguments of Youth and Fortune. 

- Hell. But hark you, Callis, you will not be ſo cruel to 
lock me up indeed : Will you ? 

Call. I muſt obey the Commands I hate beſides, 
do you conſider What a Life you are going to lead? 

Hell. Ves, Callis, that of a Nun: And till then Þ'11 be 
indebted a World of Prayers to you, if you let me now 
ſee, what I never did, the Divertiſements of a Carnival. 

Call. What, go in Maſquerade ? "Twill be a fine fare- 
wel to the World I take it. pray what wou'd you do 
there ? 

Hel. 
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Hell. That which all the World does, as I am told, be 
as mad as the reſt, and take all innocent Freedom 
Siſter, you'll go too, will you not? come prithee be not 
fad We'll out-wit twenty Brothers, if yowll be ruled 
by me Come put off this dull Humour with your 
Clothes, and aſſume one as gay, and as fantaſtick as the 
Dreſs my Couſin Valeria and 1 have provided, — let's 
ramble. 

Fhr. Callis, will you give us leave to go? 

Call. J have a youthful Itch of going my felf. [¶ Aide. 
Madam, if I thought your Brother might not know 
it, and I might wait on you, for by my Troth PlI not truſt 
young Girls alone. 

Fur. Thou ſee'ſt my Brother's gone already, and thou 
ſhalt attend and watch us. 

Enter Stephano. 

Steph. Madam, the Habits are come, and your Couſin 
Valeria is dreſt, and ſtays for you. 

Flor. Tis well Pl write a Note, and if I chance 
to ſee Belvil, and want an opportunity to ſpeak to him, 
that ſhall let him know what I've reſolv'd in favour of 
him. ? 


Hell. Come let's in and dreſs us. [Exeunt. 


So HNA II. A long Street. 


Enter Belvile melancholy, Blunt and Frederick. 


Fred. Why, what the Devil ails the Colonel, in a time 
when all the World is gay, to look like mere Lent thus? 
Hadſt thou been long enough in Naples to have been in 
love, I ſhould have ſworn ſome ſuch Judgment had be- 
fallen thee, 

Bev. No, I r no new Amours ſince I came 


to Naples. 


Fred. You have left none behind you in Paris. 
Belv. Neither. 
Fred. J can't divine the Cauſe then; unleſs the old 
Cauſe, the want of Money. 
Blunt. And another old Cauſe, the want of a Wench. 
Wou'd not that revive you? 
Bel. 


14 The RovkER: Or, 

Belv. Youre miſtaken, Ned. | 

Bhint. Nay, Sheartlikins, then thou art paſt Cure. 

Fred. J have found it out; thou haſt renew'd thy Ac- 
_ tance with the Lady that caſt thee ſo many Sighs at 

e Siege of Pampe/lona————Pox on't, what d'ye call 
her her Brother's a noble Spaniard———Nephew 
to-the dead General Florinda—ay, Florinda—— 
And will nothing ſerve thy turn but that damn'd virtuous 
Woman, whom on my Confcience thou lov'ſt in ſpite 
too, becauſe thou ſee'ſt little or no poſſibility of gaining 
her ? | 

Belo. Thou art miſtaken, I have Intereſt enough in that 
lovely Virgin's Heart, to make me proud and vain, were 
it not abated by the Severity of a Brother, who perceiving 
my Happineſs — 

Fred. Has civilly forbid thee the Houſe ? 

Belv. Tis fo, to make way for a powerful Rival, the 
Vice-Roy's Son, who has the Advantage of me, in being 
a Man of Fortune, a Spaniard, and her Brother's Friend ; 
which gives him Liberty to make his Court, whilit I have 
Recourſe only to Letters, and diſtant Looks from her Win- 
dow, which are as ſoſt and kind as thoſe which Heav'n 
ſends down on Penitents. 

Blunt. Hey day ! *Sheartlikins, Simile ! by this Light, 
the Man is quite ſpoil'd -Frederick; what the Devil 
are we made of, that we cannot be thus concern'd for a 
Wench ?——Sheartlikins, our Cypids are like the Cooks 
of the Camp, they can roaſt or boil a Woman, but they 
have none of the fine Tricks to ſet em off, no Hogoes to 
make the Sauce pleaſant, and the Stomach ſharp. 

Fred. I dare ſwear I have had a hundred as young, king 
and handſome as this Forinda; and Dogs cat me if they 
were not as troubleſome to me 1'th* Morning as they were 
welcome o'er Night. 

Blunt. And yet, I warrant, he would not touch another 
Woman, if he might have her for nothing. 

Bev. That's thy Joy, a cheap Whore. 

Blunt. Why, Sheartlikens, I love a frank Sou 
When did you ever hear of an honeſt Woman that took 
a Man's Money? I warrant em good one. But 
FE Gen- 
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Gentlemen, you may be free, you have been kept ſo poor 
with Parliaments and Protectors, that the little Stock you 
have is not worth preſerving but I thank my Stars, I 
had more Grace than to forfeit my Eſtate by Cavaliering. 

Belv. Methinks only following the Court ſhould be 
ſufficient to entitle em to that. 

Blum. Sheartlikins, they know I follow it to do it no 
good, unleſs they pick a Hole in my Coat for lending you 
Money now and then; which is a greater Crime to my 
Conſcience, Gentlemen, than to the Commonwealth. 

Enter Willmore. 

Mill. Ha! dear Belvile! noble Colonel ! 

Belv. Willmore ! welcome aſhore, my dear Rover !— 
what happy Wind blew us this good Fortune ? 

Mill. Let me falute you my dear Fred. and then com- 
mand me How is t honeſt Lad? 

Fred. Faith, Sir, the old Compliment, infinitly the bet- 
ter to ſee my dear mad Wi//more again Prithee why 
cam'ſt thou aſhore ? and where's the Prince? 

Will. He's well, and reigns ſtill Lord of the watery 
Element I muſt aboard again within a Day or twa, 
and my Buſineſs aſhore was only to enjoy myſelf a little 
this Carnival. | 

Belv. Pray know our new Friend, Sir, he's but baſh- 
ful, a raw Traveller, but honeſt, ſtout, and one of us. 

[Embraces Blunt. 

Will. That you eſteem him, gives him an Intereſt here. 

Blunt. Your Servant, Sir. | 

Will. But well Faith I'm glad to meet you again 
in a warm Climate, where the kind Sun has its God-like 
Power ſtill over the Wine and Women Love and Mirth 
are my Buſineſs in Nap/es; and if I miſtake not the Place, 
here's an excellent Market for Chapmen of my Humour. 

Belv. See here be thoſe kind Merchants .of Love you 
look for. 

Enter ſeveral Men in maſquing Habits, ſome playing on Mu- 
fick, others dancing aſter; Nomen dreſt like Curtezans, 
with Papers pinn'd to their Breaſts, and Bakets of Flowers 
in their Hands, 


Blunt. 


Blunt. Sheartlikins, what have we here? 

Fred. Now the Game begins. 

Mill. Fine pretty Creatures! May a Stranger have leave 
to look and love? Whats here —Neſes for every 
Month ! | [ Reads the Paper: 

Blunt. Roſes for every Month! What means that ? 

Beto. They are, or wou'd have you think they're Cur- 
tezans, who here in Naples are to be-hir'd by the Month. 

Will. Kind and obliging to inform u—Pray where 
do theſe Roſes grow ? I would fain plant ſome of em in a 
Bed of mine. 

mom. Beware ſuch Roſes, Sir. 

Hill. A Pox of a Fear: I'll be bak'd with thes benen 
a pair of Sheets, and that's thy proper Still, ſo I might 
but ſtrow ſuch Roſes over me and under me Fair 
one, wou'd you wou'd give we leave to gather at your 
Buſh this idle Month, I wou'd go near to make ſome 
= {mell of it all the Year after. 

elv. And thou haſt need of ſuch a Remedy, for thou 
ſtinkeſt of Tar and Rope-ends, like a Dock or Peſthouſe. 

| [The Woman puts herſelf into the Hands of a Man, 

and Exit. 

Will. Nay, nay, you ſhall not leave me ſo. 

Belv. By all dan uſe no Violence here. 

Will. Death! Juſt as I was going to be damnably in 
Love, to have her led off! I could pluck that Roſe out of 
his Hand, and even kiſs the Bed, the Buſh it grew in. 
Nice No Friend to Love like a long — at 
- Blunt. Except a Nunnery, Fred. 

Vill. Death! But will they not be kind, quickly be 
kind? Thou know'ſt Tm no tame Sigher, but a rampant 
Lion of the Foreſt. 

Two Men dreſt all over with Horns of ſeveral ſorts, making 

Grimaces at one another, with Papers pinn'd on their Backs, 

. advance from the farther end of the Scene. 

Belv. Oh the fantaſtical Rogues, how they are drefs'd ! 
Tis a Satire againſt the whole Sex. 

Will. Is this a Fruit that grows in this warm Coun- 


try? 
Betor 
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Bev. Yes: Tis pretty to ſee theſe Italians ſtart, ſwell, 
and ſtab at the Word Cuckold, and yet ſtumble at Horns on 
every Threſhold. | | 

Will. See what's on their Back Her. 1 

. ead. 

—— Ah Rogue! And more ſweet than Roſes of ev'ry 
Month! This is a Gardiner of Adam's M breeding. 

| [They dance. 

Belv. What think you of thoſe grave People? is a 
Wake in Hex half ſo mad or extravagant ? 

Will. J like their ſober grave Way, tis a kind of legal 
authoriz'd Fornication, where the Men are not chid fort, 
nor the Women deſpis d, as amongſt our dull Eng/i/b; 
even the Monſieurs want that part of good Manner s. 

Belv. But here in Jaly a Monſieur is the humbleſt beſt 
bred Gentleman Duels are fo baffled by Bravo's, 
that an Age ſhews not one, but between a Frenchman and 
a Hangman, who is as much too hard for him on the 
Piazza, as they are for a Dutchman on the new Bridge 
But ſee another Crew. 

Eater Florinda, Hellena, and Valeria, dreſ like Giftes; 

Callis and Stephano, Lucetta, Phillippo and Sancho 
im Maſqueraae. | — IO LE 

Hell. Siſter, there's your Exgliſtman, and with him a 
handſome proper Fellow— III to him, and inſtead of 
telling him his Fortune, try my own. - - | | 

Will. Gipſies, on my Life——Sure theſe will prattle if 
a Man croſs their Hands. [Ges to Hellena] Dear 
pretty (and I hope) young Devil, will you tell an amorous 
Stranger what Luck he's like to have? 11 
Hell. Have a care how you venture with me, Sir, leſt. 
J pick your Pocket, which will more vex your Engl Hu- 


mour, than an Za/ian Fortune will pleaſe you. 


Will. How the Devil cam'it thou to know my Country 
and Humour ? 

Hell. The firſt I gueſs by a certain forward Impudence, 
which does not diſpleaſe me at this time; and the loſs of 
your Money will vex you, . becauſe 1 hope you have but 
wery little to'loſe? 2: ©! I wed 40 Fruit A 
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Will. Egad Child, thou'rt ith right; it is ſo little, I dare 

not offer it thee for a Kindneſ But cannot you divine 
what other Things of more value I have about me, that I 
would more willingly part with ? 
Hell. Indeed no, that's the Buſineſs of a Witch, and 1 
am but a Gipſy pet Vet without looking in your 
Hand, I have a 1 2 Gueſs, * tis ſome fooliſh Heart you 
mean, an inconſtant Exgliſb Heart, as little worth ſtealing 
as your Purſe. 

Will. Nay, then thou doſt deal with the Devil, that's 
certain Thou haſt gueſs'd as right as if thou hadſt been 
one of that Number it has languiſh'd for I find you'll 
be better acquainted with it; nor can you take it in a better 


time, for I am come from Sea, Child; and Venus not be- 


ing propitious to me in her own Element, I have a world 
of Love in ſtore——Wou'd you be good- natur d, and take 
ſome on't off my Hands. 

Hell. Why I could be inclin'd that way 
Maid. a fooliſh Vow I i». 

aid 

Will. Then thou art damn'd without Redemption ; and 
as I am a good Chriſtian, I ought in charity to divert ſo 
wicked a Defign—— therefore prithee, dear Creature, let 
me know quickly when and where I ſhall begin to ſet a 
helping hand to ſo good a Work: 

2 J. If you ſhould prevail with my tender Heart (as I 

begin to fear you will, for vou have horrible loving Eyes) 
there will be difnculty in't that you'll hardly undergo for 
my fake. 

; Will. Faith Child, I have been bred in Dangers, and 
wear a Sword that has been cmploy'd in a worle Cauſe, 
than for a handſome kind Woman Name the Dan- 
ger let it be any Thing but a ag Siege, and I'll 


undertake it. 


Hell. Can you ſtorm? 
Vill. Oh, moſt furiouſly. 
Hell, What think you of a Nunnery-wall ? For he that 
wins me, mult gain that firſt. 
Mill. A Nun! Oh how I love thee for't! There's no 
Sinner like a young Saint———Nay, now there's no de 
nying 
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nying me: The old Law had no Curſe (to a Woman) 

like dying a Maid; witneſs Feptha's Daughter. 
Hell. A very good Text this, if well handled ; and I 

eee Father Captain, you would impoſe no ſevere 


enance on her who was inclin'd to conſole her ſelf before 


ſhe took Orders. 

Will. If ſhe be young and handſome. 

Hell. Ay, there's it but if ſhe be not. 

Mill. By this Hand, Child, I have an implicit Faith, 
and dare venture on thee with all Faults— beſides, 
'tis more meritorious to leave the World when' thou haſt 
taſted and prov'd the Pleaſures on t; then *twill be a Vir- 
tue in thee, which now will be pure Ignorance. . 

Hell. T perceive, good Father Captain, you deſign only 
to make me fit for Heaven— but if on the contrary 
you ſhould quite divert me from it, and bring me back to 
the World again, I ſhould have a new Man to ſeek I find; 
and what a Grief that will befor when I begin, I 
fanſy I ſhall love like any thing : I never try'd yet. 

Will, Egad, and that's kind Prithee, dear Creature, 
give me Credit for a Heart, for faith 'm a very honeſt 
Fellow Oh, I long to come firſt to the Banquet of 
Love; and ſuch a ſwinging Appetite I bring — Oh, 
I'm impatient. Thy Lodging, Sweet-heart, thy Lodg- 
ing, or Pm a dead Man ! 


Hell. Why muſt we be either guilty of Fornication or 
Murder, if we converſe with you Men ?——And is there: 
no Difference between leave to love me, and leave to lie 


with me ? 
Will. Faith, Child, they were made to go together. 
Lacet. Are you ſure this is the Man ? {Pointing to Blunt. 
Sancho. When did I miſtake your Game? 
Lucet. This is a Stranger, I know by his gazing ; if h 
be brisk he'll venture to follow me; and then if I under- 


ſtand my Trade, he's mine: He's Engliſb too, and they 


lay, that's a Sort of good-natur'd loving People, and have 
generally fo kind an Opinion of themſelves, that a Wo- 
man with any Wit may flatter em into any Sort of Fool 
ſhe pleaſes, | 


Blunt. 
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Bunt. Tis fo——ſheis taken I have Beauties which 
my falſe Glaſs at home did not diſcover. 

[She often paſſes by Blunt, and gazes on bim; be ſtruts, 
— and cocks, and walks, and gazes on her. 

Fur. This Woman watches me ſo, I ſhall get no Op- 
portunity to diſcover my ſelf to him, and ſo miſs the In- 
tent of my coming But as I was ſaying, Sir——by 
this Line you ſhould be a Lover. [| Looking in his Hand, 

Belp. I thought how right you gueſs d, all Men are in 
Love, or pretend to be ſo Come, let me go, I'm 

of this fooling [Walks away. 

Hur. I will not, t, "ral you have confe(s'd whether the 
Paſſion that you have vow'd Florinda be true or falſe. 

| [She holds bim, be ftrives to get from her. 
Beto. Flirinaa! [Turns quick towards her. 

Eur. Softly. | 

Beko. Thou haſt nam'd one will fix me here for ever. 

Hor. She'll be diſappointed then, who expects you this 
Night at the Garden-gate, and if you'll fail not. as let 
me {ce the other Hand you will go near to do——ſhe 
vowsto die or make you happ 

TLooks on Callis, coho bfevoes? em. 

b What canſt thou mean ? 

Fur. That which I ſay —Farewel. -[Ofrs to go. 

Belv. Oh charming Sibyl ſtay, complete that Joy, 
which, as it is, will turn into Diſtraction Where 
muſt I be? At the Garden-gate? I know it——at Night, 

you fay————PIl ſooner forfeit Heaven than diſobey. + 
Emer Don Pedro and other Maſquers, and paſs 
over the Stage. 

Call Madam, your Brother's here. 

Flor. Take this to inſtruct you farther. 

[Gives him u Letter, and goes off. 

_- Fred. Have a Care, Sir, what you promiſe ; this may 
be a Trap laid by her Brother to ruin you. 

- Beto. 3 diſturb my Happineſs with Doubts. 

[Opens the Leiter. 

Hill. My dear pretty Creature, a thouſand Bleſſings on 

thee ; full in this Habit, you fay, and after Dinnerat this 


Hell. 
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Hell. Ves, if you will ſwear to keep your Heart, and 
not beſtow it between this Time and that. 
Will. By all the little Gods of Love, I ſwear, Pl haven 
with you ; and if you run away With it, thoſe Deities of 
Juſtice will revenge me. [Ex. all the Nomen. 
Fred. Do you know the Hand ? | 
Belo. "Tis Florinaz's. 
All Bleſſings fall upon the virtuous Maid. F 
Fred. Nay, no Idolatry, a ſober Sacrifice TII allow 
ou. 
& Belv. Oh Friends! The welcom'ft News, the ſokeſt 
Letter—Nay, you ſhall ſee it; and could you now be ſe- 
rious, I might be made the happieſt Man the Sun ſhines on. 
3 Will. The Reaſon of this mighty Joy ? 
7 Belv. See how kindly ſhe invites me to deliver her ga 
1 the threatned Violence of her Brother Will you 
not aſſiſt me? | 
' Will. I know not what thou meaneſt, but I'll make one 
i at any Miſchief where a Woman's concern'd——but ſhell - 
; be grateful to us for the Favour, will ſhe not? 
Belv. How mean you? 
Will. How ſhould I mean? Thou know'ſt there $ but 
one Way fora Woman to oblige me. 
Belv. Don't profane the Maid is nicely n 
Will. Pho, pox, then ſhe's fit for nothing but A Huſt 
band 3 let her &en go, Colonel. 
Fred. Peace, ſhe's © the Colonel's Miſtreſs, Sir. . 
Will. Let her be the Devil; if ſhe be thy Mitres, ra 
ſerve her name the Way. 
Belo. Read here this Poſtſcript. . [Gives Ty a lune, 
Will. [ Reads.] A. Ten at Night—at the Gar 
—f tohich, if I cant get the Key, I will contrive a 
Way over the Wall-———come attended with 4 Friend or 
77%. Kind Heart, if we three cannot weave” a 
String to let her down a Gatden-wall, twere Vity | but the 
Hangman wove one for us all. [ 
Fred. Let her alone for that : Your Wonne Wit, your 
fair kind Woman, will out-trick a Brother or a Jed, and 
contrive like a Jeſuit in Chain hut ſee, Ned Blunt, is 
ö aa out after the Lureof a Damſel. [Ex, Blunt and Lucer. 
Beto, 
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Bev. So he'll ſcarce find his Way home again, unleſs 
we get him cry'd by the Bell-man in the Market-place, 
and *twou'd ſound prettily———— a loſt Eng/iþ Boy of 

Fred. I hope tis fome common erafty Sinner, one that 
will fit him: It may be ſhe'll fell him for Peru, the Rogue's 
ſturdy and would work well in a Mine; at leaſt I hope 
ſhell dreſs him for our Mirth ; cheat him of all, then 


have him well-avouredly bang d, and turn'd out naked at 


Midnight. | 
Mil Prithee what Humour is he of, that you. wiſh'd 
him. ſo well ? 

Beto. Why, of an Engh/þ Elder Brother's Humour, 
educated in a Nurſery, with a Maid to tend him till 
Fifteen, and lies with his Grand-mother till he's of Age; 
one that knows no Pleaſure beyond riding to the next Fair; 
or going up to London with his right worſhipful Father in 
Parliament- time; wearing gay Clothes, or making honou- 


rable Love to his Lady Mother's Laundry-maid : Gets 


Drunk at a Hunting-match, and ten to one then gives ſome 
Proof of his Proweſs 4A Pox upon him, he's our 
Banker, and has all our Caſh about him, and if he fail we 
are all broke. 


Fred. Oh let him alone for that Matter, he's of a 


damn'd ee that will ſecure our Stock; I know 
not in what Danger it were indeed, if the Jilt ſhould pre- 
tend ſhe is in love with him, for tis a kind believing 
Coxcomb; otherwiſe if he parts with more than a Piece 
of Eight geld him: For which offer he may 
chance to be beaten, if ſhe be a. Whore of the firſt 
Rank. | 
Belv. Nay the Rogue will not be eaſily beaten, he's 
ſtout enough ; perhaps if they talk beyond his Capacity, 
he may chance to exerciſe his Courage upon ſome of 


them; elſe I'm ſure they'll find it as difficult to beat as to 


pleaſe him. 


© Will. Tis a lucky Devil to light upon ſo kind a Wench! 


Fred. Thou a great deal of Talk with thy little 
Gipſy, coud'ſt thou do no good upon her ? For mine was 
hard-hearted. 


Will. 
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Vill. Hang her, ſhe was ſome damn'd honeſt Perſon 
of Quality, Pm ſure, ſhe was ſo very fret and witty. If 
her Face be but anſwerable to her Wit and Humour, I 
wou'd be bound to Conſtancy this Month to gain her- In 
the mean Time, have you made no kind Acquaintance 
ſince you came to 'Town ou do not uſe to be 
honeſt ſo long, Gentlemen. . 
Fred. Faith Love has kept us honeſt, we have been all 
fird with a Beauty newly come to Town, the famous 
Paduana Angelica Bianca. Lats k 
Will. What the Miſtreſs of the dead Spaniſb General ? 
Bev. Yes, ſhe's now only the ador'd Beauty of all the 
Youth in Nap/es, who put on all their Charms to appear 
lovely in her Sight, their Coaches, Liveries, and them- 
ſelves, all gay, as on a Monarch's Birth-day, to attract 
the Eyes of this fair Charmer, while ſhe has the Pleaſure 


o © behold all languiſh for her that ſee her. | 


Fred. Tis pretty to ſee with how much Love the Men 
regard her, and how much Envy the Women. 
Vill. What Gallant has ſhe? 


Befv. None, ſhe's expos'd to Sale, and four Days in 


| the Week ſhe's yours——for ſo much a Month. 


Nil. The very Thought of it quenches all Manner of 
Fire in m yet prithee let's ſee her. 
Belv. Let firſt to Dinner, and after that we'll paſs the 
Ip as you pleaſe but at Night ye muſt be at my 
otion 


Will. Twill not fail you. 


— —— — 
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ACT fl S 1.5 
Tbe Long Hirte. . 


Dine: Bely ile wy F 1 in Maſeuine habits) nd Will 
more in bis own Clothes, with ce 


Willmore. © 


> UT why thus diſguisd — mrad! 
Belv. Becauſe whatever Extravagances 
we commit in thoſe Faces, our own 
. A may not be oblig d to anſwer em. 
Mill. I ſhould have chang d my Eter- 
ml Buff too; but no Matter, my little 
Gipſy wou d mot hays found me out 


then: For if ſhe ſhou d —— her's it is impoſſible 1 
ſhou'd know her, unleſs I ſhould hear her prattle 


A Pox ont, I cannot get her out of my Head: 4 Hea- 


ven, if ever I do ſee her again, {he prove. damnable ugly, 
that I may fortify myſelf againſt her Tongue. 

-Belv. Have a Care of Love, for. g my Cankcience the 
was not of a Quality to give thee any Hopes 

Mill. Pox on em, why do, draw aMan in then 


She has play d with my Heart fo, that 'twill never lie ſtill, 


till I have met with ſome kind Wench, that will play the 
Game out with me— Oh for my Arms full of ſoft, 
white, kind Woman! Such asI fanſy Angelica. 
Belv. This is her Houſe, if you were but in Stock to 
get Admittance ; they have not din d yet; I perceive the 


Picture is not out. 
Enter Blunt. 


Will. IT long to ſee the Shadow of the fair Subſtance, a 
Man may gaze on that for nothing. 


la wa ” Colonel, thy Hand—and thine Fred. I have 
beewan Afs, a deluded Fool, a very Coxcomb from my 


Birth *till this Hour, and heartily repent my little Faith L 
e 
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Helv. What the Devil's the Matter with thee, Ned? 
Blunt: Oh ſuch a Miſtreſs, Fred. ſuch a Girl! 
7. Ha! where? N 
Fred. Ay where! | 
Blunt. So fond, ſo amorous, ſo toying and fine! and 
all for ſheer Love, ye Rogue! Oh how ſhe look'd and 


. kiſfd ! and footh'd my Heart from my Boſom. I cannot 


think I was awake, and yet methinks I fee and fee] her 
Charms ftilk—Fred.—Try if ſhe have not left the Taſte of 
her balmy Kiſſes upon my Lip——— [Lies him. 

Belv. Ha, ha, ha! X 

Hild. Death Man, where is ſhe? | 

Blunt. What a Dog was I to ſtay in dull England fo 
long How have I laugh'd at the Colonel when he 
ſigh'd for Love! Bat now the little Archer has reveng'd 
him, and by his own Dart, I can gueſs at all his Joys, 
which then I took for Fancies, mere Dreams and Fables 
Well, Tm reſolv'd to fell all in Ee, and plant here 
tor ever. 

Belo. What a Bleſſing tis thou haſt a Miſtreſs thou dar ſt 
hoaſt of, for I know thy Humour is rather to have a pro- 
claim'd Clap, than a ſecret Amour. 

Will. Doſt know her Name? 

Blunt. Her Name? No, *Sheartlikins : What care I for 
Names ?—She's fair, young, : briſk and kind even to 
Raviſhment: And what a Pox care I for knowing her 
by another Title. | 

Will. Didſt give her any Thing? 

Blunt. Give her! — — ——Ha, ha, ha! Why, ſhe's 2 
Perſon of Quality — That's a good one, give her ! Sheart 
likins doſt think ſuch Creatures are to be bought? Or are 
we provided for ſuch a Purchaſe? Give her quoth ye? 
Why ſhe preſented me with this Bracelet, for the Toy of 
3 Diamond I us'd to wear: No, Gentlemen, Ned Blunt 
is not every Body She expects me again To-night. 

Will. Egad that's well; we'll all go. 

Blunt. Not a Soul: No, Gentlemen, you are Wits ; 
I am a dull Country Rogue, I. 

Fred. Well, Sir, for all your Perſon of Quality, I ſhall 
be very glad to underſtand your Purſe be ſecure ; tis our 

B | whole 
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whole Eſtate at preſent, which we are loth to hazard in 


one Bottom : Come, Sir, unload. 
Blunt. Take the neceſſary Trifle, uſeleſs now to me, 
that am belov'd by ſuch a Gentlewoman-———Sheartlikins 


Money! Here take mine too. 


Fred. No, keep that to be cozen'd, that we may laugh. 


Will. Cozen'dl!l—— Death wou'd I cou'd meet with 
one that wou'd coren me of all the Love I cou'd ſpare To- 
night, 

Fred. Pox tis fome common Whore upon my Life. 

Blunt. A Whore! yes with ſuch Clothes ! Nach Jew- 
els! ſuch a Houſe! ſuch Furniture, and fo attended! a 
Whore ! 

Beto. Why yes, Sir, they are Whores, tho' they'll nei- 
ther entertain you with Drinking, Swearing, or Baudy ; 
are Whores in all thoſe gay Clothes, and right Jewels; 
are Whores with great Houſes richly furniſh'd with Vel- 


vet Beds, Store of Plate, handſome Attendance, and fine 


Coaches ; are Whores, and errant ones. 
Vill. Pox on't, where do theſe fine Whores live ? 


Belv. Where no Rogue in Office, yclep'd Conſtables, dare 
give 'em Laws, nor the Wine-inſpir'd Bullies of the Town 
break their Windows; yet they are Whores, tho this Ee 
Calf believes them Perſons of Quality. 

Blunt. *Sheartlikins, Fare all Fool, there are things 
about this Ex Calf, that ſhall take with the Ladies be- 
yond all your Wit and Parts. 'This Shape and Size, Gen- 
tlemen, are not to be deſpis d; my Waſte tolerably long, 
with other inviting Signs, that ſhall be nameleſs. 


ill. Egad I believe he may have met with ſome Per- 


fon of Quality that may be kind to him. 

Betv. Doſt thou perceive any ſuch tempting things a- 
bout him, ſhou'd make a fine Woman, and of Quality, 
pick him out from all Mankind, to throw away her Youth 
and Beauty upon, nay, and her r Heart too ? no, 
no, Angelica has rais d the Price too high. 

Will. May ſhe languiſh for Mankind till ſhe die, and be 


damn'd for that one Sin alone. 


Euler 
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Enter two Bravoes, and hang up a great Picture of Ange- 
 lica's Againſt the Balcony, and two little ones at each fide of 
the Door. | 

Bel. See there the fair Sign to the Inn, where a Man 
may lodge that's Fool enough to give her Price. | 

[Will. gazes on the Picture. 

Blunt. Sheartlikins, Gentlemen, what's this? 

Belt. A famous Curtezan that's to be fold. 

Blunt. How ! to be fold ! nay then I have nothing to 
fay to her———ſold ! what Impudence is practis d in this 
Country ? with Order and Decency Whoring's eſta- 
bliſh'd here by virtue of the Inquiſition Come let's be 
gone, I'm ſure we're no Chapmen for this Commodity. 

Fred. Thou art none, I'm ſure, unleſs thou cou'd'ſt have 
her in thy Bed at the Price of a Coach in the Street. 

Mill. How wondrous fair ſhe 15— a thouſand 
by Heaven as many Kingdoms 
were too little. A plague of this Poverty——of which 
I neer complain, but when it hinders my Approach to 
Beauty, which Virtue ne er cou'd purchaſe. 


[Turns from the Picture. 
Blunt. What's this? [ Reads] A thouſand Crowns a 
Month ! | | 


—— _—Sheartlikins, here's a Sum! ſure tis a Miſtake. 
Hark you Friend, does ſhe take or give ſo much 
by the Month! 
Fred. A thouſand Crowns! Why, tis a Portion for the 
Infanta. | 
Blunt. Hark ye Friends, won't ſhe truſt ? | 
Brav. This is a Trade, Sir, that cannot live by Credit; 
Enter Don Pedro i Maſquerade, followed by Stephano. 
Betv. See, here's more Company, let's walk off a while.” 
[Pedro Reads. ] [Exeunt Engliſh, 
Enter Angelica and Moretta in the Balcony, and draw a Silk 
Curtain. | 
Ped. Fetch me a thouſand Crowns, I never wiſh'd ta 
buy this Beauty at an eaſier Rate. [Paſs off. 
Ang. Prithee what faid thoſe Fellows to thee ? | 
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Brav. Madam, the firſt were Admirers of Beauty only, 
but no Purchaſers ; ; they were merry with your Price and 
Picture, laugh'd at the Sum, and fo paſs'd off. 

Ang. No matter, I am not diſpleas d with their Rally. 
ing; their Wonder feeds my Vanity, and he that nM 
to buy, gives me more Pride, than he that gives my Price 
can make me Pleaſure. 

Brav. Madam, the laſt I knew thro all his Diſguiſes to 
be Don Peare, Nephew to the General, and who was with 
him in Pampelong. 

Ang. Don Pedro! my old Gallant's Nephew ! When 
his Uncle dy'd, he left him a vaſt Sum of Money ; it is 
he who was ſo love with me at Padua, and who us'd to 
make the General fo jealous. | 
Moaret. Is this he that us d to prance before our Win- 
dow, and take ſuch care to ſhew himſelf an amorous Al? 


if I am not miſtaken, he is the likelieſt Man to give your 


Price. 
Ang. The Man is brave and generous, but of an Hu- 


mour ſo uneaſy and inconſtant, that the Victory over his 
Heart is as ſoon loſt as won; a Slave that can add little to 
the Triumph of the Conqueror: But Inconſtancy's the Sin 
of all Mankind, therefore I'm reſolv'd that nothing but 
Gold ſhall charm my Heart. 

. Moret. Tm glad on't; tis only Intereſt that Women of 
our Profefſion ought to conſider : Tho I wonder what has 
kept you from that general Diſeaſe of our Sex ſo long, 1 
mean that of being in love. 

A kind, but ſullen Star, under which I had the 
Happ ineſs to be born; yet I have had no time for Love; 
the braveſt and nobleſt of Mankind have purchas'd my Fa- 
vours at fo dear a Rate, as if no Coin but Gold were cur- 
rent with our Trade hut here's Don Pedro again, fetch 
me my Lute——for tis for him or Don Antonio the Vice- 
Roy's Son, that J have ſpread my Nets. 
Enter at one Door Don Pedro and Stephano ; Dan Antonio 
and Diego at the other Door, with People following him ir 

Maſquerade, antickly attir d, fome with Muſick ; They bath 

go up to the Picture. _ 

A 


2 — ny D 


The Baniſb' d Cavaliers. 29 


Ant. A thouſand Crowns Had not the Painter flatter d 
her, I ſhould not think it dear. 3 

Pedro. Flatterd her! By Heaven he cannot. I have 
ſcen the Original, nor is there one Charm here more than 
adorns her Face and Eyes; all this ſoft and ſweet, with a 
certain languiſhing Air,. which no Artiſt can repreſent. 

Ant. What I heard of her Beauty before had fird my 
Soul, but this Confirmation of it has blown it into a Flame: 

Pag. Sir, T have known you throw away a thouſand 
Crowns on a worſe Face, and tho' y'are near your Marriage, 
you may venture a little Love here; Florinda — 
will not miſs it. 

Pedro. Ha! Florinda ! Sure tis Antonio. | 

Ant. Florinda! Name not thoſe diſtant Joys, there's no! 
one Thought of her will check my Paſhon here. 

Pedro. Florindafcorn'd | And all my Hopes defeated of 
the Poſſeſhon of Angelica | A Noiſe of a Lute above. Ant. 
gazes up.] Her Injuries by Heaven he ſhall not boaſt of. 


[Song to the Lute above. 
SONG. | 
I. 
HEN Damon ß began to love 


He languiſb d in a /oft Defire, 
And knew not how the Gods to move, 
To leſſen or increaſe his Fire. | 
For Celia in her charming Eyes 3 
Wore all Love's Sweet, and all bis Cruelties. 


IT. 

But as beneath a Shade he lay, 

Weaving of Flavers for Celia's Hair, 

She chanc d to lead ber Flack that Way, 

And ſaw the am*rous Shepherd there. 

She gaz'd around upon the Place, 

And aw the Grove ( reſembling Night ) 

To all the Foys of Love invite ; od! 
Whilſt guilty Smiles and Bluſhes dreſ#d her Face. * 
At this the baſhful Youth all Tranſport grew, 3} va 
And with kind Force he taught the Virgin how 
To yield what all his Sighs conld never db. 
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Ant. By Heav'n ſhe's charming fair! 
[Angelica throws open the Curtains, and tus ts Ante- 
nio, tho pulls.off bis Vizard and bows and blew: up 
Miet. Pedro anſeen hooks in bis Face. 
Pedro. "Tis he, the falſe A tonio / 
Arto. Friend, where mult I pay my Offering of Love? 


| [To the Brave. 
My thouſand Crowns I mean. 
Pedro. That Offering I have deſign'd to make, 
And yours will come to late. 
Am. Prithee be gone, I ſhall grow angry elſe, 
And then thou art not ſafe. 
Pearo. My Anger may be fatal, Sir, as yours ; 
And he that enters here may prove this Truth. 

Ant. I know not who thou art, but I am fure thou'rt © 

worth my killing, in aiming at Angelica. *$ 
[They draw and fight. 7 
Enter Willmore and Blunt who draw and part em 1 

Blunt. Sheartlikins, here's fine doings. 

Will. Tikting for the Wench I'm ſure- nay gad, 
if that wou'd win her, I have as good a Sword as the bet 
of ye Put up Put up, and take another Time and 
Place, for this is defign'd for Lovers only. 


[They all put uh. 

Pedro. We are prevented; dare you meet me To-mor- 
row on the Mole? 

For I've a Title to a better Quarrel, 
That of Forinda, in whoſe credulous Heart 
Thou'ſt made an Int reſt, and deſtroy d my Hopes. 

Ant. Dare? | 

Pl! meet thee there as early as the Day. 

Pedro. We will come thus diſguisd, that whoſoever 
chance to get the better, he may eſcape unknown. 

Ant. It ſhall be ſo. Ex. Pedro and Stephano. 
Who ſhall this Rival be? Unleſs the Eng/i/b Colonel, of |! 
whom I've often heard Don Pedro ſpeak ; it muſt be he, 
and Time he were removed, who lays a Claim to all my 
Happineſs. 


[Willmore having gazed all this while on 1! 
Picture, pulls down a little ene. go 
"ll, 
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Will. This Poſture's looſe and negligent, 
The Sight on't wou'd beget a warm Deſire 
In Souls, whom Impotence and Age had child. 
This muſt along with me. 

Brav. What means this Rudeneſs, Sir? 
the Picture. ; 
Ant. Ha! Rudeneſs committed to the fair Angelica“ 
Reſtore the Picture, Sir. 

Will. Indeed I will not, Sir. 

Ant. By Heav'n but you ſhall. 

Will. Nay, do not ſhew your Sword; if you do, by 
this dear Beauty I will ſhew mine too. 

Ant. What Right can you pretend to't. 

Will. That of Poſſeſſion, which I will maintain you 
perhaps have a thouſand Crowns to give for the Original. 

Ant. No matter, Sir, you ſhall reſtore the Picture. 

Ang. Oh Moretta ! What's the Matter? 
Ang. and Moret. abort e. 


Reſtore 


Ant. Or leave your Life behind. 

Mill. Death ! You lie——I will do neither. 

Ang. Hold I command you, if for me you fight. 

[They fight, the Spaniards join with Antonio, Blun 
laying on like mad. They leave off and Bow. | 

Vill. How heavenly fair ſhe is! Ah Plague of 
her Price. 2 

Ang. You Sir in Buff, you that appear a Soldier, that 
firſt began this Inſolence. 

Will. Tis true, I did fo, if you call it Infolence for a 
Man to preſerve himſelf; I faw your charming Picture, 
and was wounded: Quite thro' my Soul each pointed 


Beauty ran; and wanting a thouſand Crowns to procure 


my Remedy, I laid this little Picture to my Bolom——— 
Which if you cannot allow me, Pll reſign. 

Ang. No, you may keep the Trifle. 

Ant. You ſhall firſt aſk me Leave, and this. 
| [Fight again as before, 

Enter Belv. and Fred. who join with the Engliſh. 

Ang. Hold; will you ruin me? Biſeey, Sebaſtian, 

part them. [De Spaniards are beaten off: 


B 4 Mert. 


32 The ROVER Or, 


Morct. Oh Madam, we're undone, a Pox upon tha: 
rude Fellow, he's ſet on to ruin us: We ſhall. never {ec 
— Days, till all che fighting poor Rogues are ſent to the 

allies. 

Enter Belvile, Blunt, and Willmore, with 

their Shirts bloody. 

Blunt. *Sheartlikins, beat me at this Sport and I'll nc'er 
wear Sword more. 

Belv. The Devil's in thee for a mad Fellow, thou art 
always one at an unlucky Adventure Come let's be 
gone whilſt we are ſafe, and remember theſe are Spaniaras, 
a Sort of People that know how to revenge an Affront. 

[Ze Will. 

Fred. You bleed; 1 hope you are not wounded. 

Will. Not much A Plague upon your Dons, if 
they fight no better they'll ne er recover F/anders— 
What the Devil was t to them that I took down the 
Picture ? 

Blunt. Took it ! *Sheartlikins, we'll have the great One 
too; tis ours by n. Pritbee help me up, and 
Il pull it down 

Ang. Stay Sir, and ere you affront me farther, let me 
know how you durſt commit this Outrage——To you I 
ſpeak, Sir, for you appear like a Gentleman ? 

Fir, J. To me, Madam. Gentlemen your Servant. 

[Belv. fays him. 

Belv. Is the Devil in thee ? Do'ſt know the Danger of 
entring the Houſe of an incens'd Curtezan ? 

Will. I thank you for your Care But there are other 

Matters in Hand, there are, tho we have no great 'Temp- 
tation Death let me go. 
Fred. Yes, to your Lodgings, if you will, but not in 
here Damn theſe gay Harlot-——By this Hand, 1! 
have as ſound and handſome a Whore for a Patacoon 
Death Man, ſhe'll murder thee. 

Fill. Oh! Fear me not, ſhall I not venture where a 
Beauty calls? A lovely charming Beauty? For fear of 
; 6 ger? When by Heaven there's none ſo great as to long 
for her, whilſt I want Money to purchaſe her. PR 

red. 
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Fred. Therefore tis loſs of Time, unleſs you had? the 
thouſand Crowns to pay. 

Will. It may be ſhe may give a Favour, at leaſt I fra 
have the pleaſure of ſaluting her when J enter, and when 
I depart. 

Brlw, Pox, ſhell as ſoon lie with thee as kiſs thee, and 
fooner ſtab than do either you ſhall not go. 

Ang. Fear not, Sir, all I have to wound with, is my 
Eyes. 

"Blunt. Let him go, Sheartlikins, I believe the Gentle- 
woman means well. 

Belv. Well, take thy Fortune, we'll expect you in the 
next Street. Farewel Fool, farewel. 

Will. B'ye Colonel. [ Goes in. 

Fred. The Rogue's ſtark mad for a Wench. [Exeunt. 


SG EN E A fine Chamber. 


Enter Willmore, Angelica, and Moretta. *' + 
Ang. Infolent Sir, how durſt you pull down my Picture p 
Will. Rather, how durſt you ſet it up to tempt 
amorous Mortals with ſo much Excellence? which I find 


you have but too well conſulted by the unmerciful Price 


you ſet upon't.— Is all this Heaven of Beauty ſhewn to 
move Deſpair in thoſe that cannot buy? And can you 
think the Effects of that Deſpair ſhould be leſs N and 
than I have ſneẽwn ? 

Ang. I ſent for you to ask my Pardon, Sir, not was 
gravate your Crime.——l thought I ſhou'd enen you 
at my Feet imploring it. 

:/1. You are deceived, I came to ail at you, and: talk 
fuch Truths-too, as ſhall let you' ſee the Vanity of that 
Pride, which taught you how to ſet ſuch-a Price on Sin: 
For ſuch it is, whilſt that which is Love's Due RY 
barter'd for: | - 7 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha, en what pity tis 
your edifying Doctrine wil do no Good upon m 
Moretta, fetch the Gentleman a Glaſs, and let him ſurvey 
himſelf to ſe what rn my 
Buſineſs. La." 1 [Aide in a 3 _ 
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Moret. He knows himſelf of old, I believe thoſe 
Breeches and he have been acquainted ever ſince he was 
beaten at Worcefter. | 

Ang. Nay, do not abuſe the poor Creature. 

More. Good Weather-beaten Corporal, will you march 
off? We have no need of your Doctrine, tho you have 
of our Charity; but at preſent we have no ſcraps, we can 
afford no kindneſs for God's fake; in fine; Sirrah, the 
Price is too high Ith Month for you, therefore troop, I 


Will. Here, good Fore-Woman of the Shop, ſerve me, 
and Fll be gone. k 

Moret. Keep it to pay your Laundreſs, your Linnen 
ſtinks of the Gun-Room ; for here's no ſelling by Retail. 
Vill. Thou haſt fold plenty of thy ſtale Ware at a 
cheap Rate. 3 

Moret. Ay, the more filly kind Heart I; but this is an 
Age wherein Beauty is at higher Rates. In fine, you 
know the Price of this. 

Mill. I grant you tis here ſet down a thoufand Crowns 
a Month=————Baud, take your black Lead and ſum it 
up, that I may have a Piftole-worth. of theſe vain gay 
Things, and PU trouble you no more. 
Meret. Pox on him, he'll fret me to Death: 
abominable Fellow, I tell thee, we only ſell by the whole 
Will. "Tis very hard, the whole Cargo or nothing 
Faith, Madam, my Stock will not reach it, I cannot be 
your. | Vet I have Countrymen in Town, 
Merchants of Love, like me; I'll fee if they'll put in for a 
Share, we cannot loſe much by it, and what we have no 
aſe for, we'll ſell upon Friday's Mart, at. o gives 
more? I am ſtudying, Madam, how to purchaſe you, tho' 
at preſent Lam unprovided of Money. 

Fg. Sure this from any other Man would anger me— 
nor thall men nm boca pr OR 
angry man, I deſpiſe this Railing. 

M. Yes, Lam I'm a Gentleman, 
Anct one that ſeorns this Baſeneſs which you practiſe. 
Nees Tam, 3 would not ll myſelf, 


No, 


% 
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No, not to gain your charming high priz'd Perſon. 
Tho' I admire you ſtrangely for your Beauty, 
Yet I contemn your Mind. 
And yet I wou d at any Rate enjoy you: 
At your own Rate but cannot See here 
The only Sum J can command on Earth; 
I know not where to eat when this is gone: 
Yet ſuch a Slave I am to Love and Beauty, 
This lat P11 facrifice to enjoy you. 
| Nay, do not frown, I know you are to be bought, 
And wou'd be bought by me 
For a mean trifling Sum, if I could pay it down : 
Which happy Knowledge I will repeat, 
And lay it to my Heart, it has a Virtue in't, 
And ſoon will cure thoſe Wounds your Eyes have made. 
—And yet—there's ſomething ſo divinely powerful there 
Nay, I will gaze——to let you ſee my Strength. 
[Holds her, looks on her, and pauſes and fighs. 
By Heaven, bright Creature——1 would not for the 
World thy Fame were half ſo fair as thy Face. 
Turns her away from him. 
Ang. His Words go thro” me to the very Soul. [Aide 
If you have nothing elſe to ſay to me. 
Will. Yes, you ſhall hear how infamous you are 
For which 1 do not hate thee ; 
But that ſecures my Heart, and all the Flames it feels. 
Are but fo many 
I know it by their ſudden bold Intruſion. 
The Fire's tmpatient, and betrays tis falſe 
For had it been the purer Flame of Love, ogy 
I ſhould have pin'd and languift'd at your Feet, 
Ere found the Impudence to have difcover'd it. 
I now dare ſtand your Scorn, and your Denial. 
Moret. Sure ſhe's bewitch'd, that ſhe can ſtand thus 
ns * hear his faucy Railing, ——Sirrah, will you 
gone? | | 
Ang. How dare you take this liberty ?!——Withdraw. 
3 [To Moret. 
ay tel me, Sir, are not you guilty of the ſame 
mercenary Crime? When a Lady is propoſed to you for a 
B 6 Wie, 


36 The RovER: Or, 


Wife, you never aſk, how Fair, Diſcreet, or Virtuous ſhe 
is; but what's her Fortune——which if but ſmall, you 
cry She will not do my Buſineſs and baſely 
leave her, tho ſhe languiſh for you. — ay, is not 
this as poor? = 

Will. It is a barbarous Cuſtom, which I will ſcorn to 
defend in our Sex, and do deſpiſe im yours. 

Ang. Thou art a brave Fellow ! Put up thy Gold, and 
know, that were thy Fortune large, as is thy Soul, thou 
ſnouldſt not buy my Love, couldit thou forget thoſe mean 
Effects of Vanity, which ſet me out to Sale; and as a Nes 
prize my yielding Joys. 

Canſt thou believe they'll be entirely thine, 
Without conſidering they were mercenary ? 

Will. J cannot tell, I muſt bethink me firſt ha, 
Death, I'm going to believe her. [Afar 

Ang. Prithee confirm that Faith——or if thou canſt not 
A ——flatter me a little, twill pleaſe me from thy Mouth. 

Will. Curſe on thy charming Tongue! Doſt thou return 
My feign'd S with ſo much ſubtilty ? Aide. 
Thou f found the eaſieſt way into my Heart, 

Tho I yet know that all thou ſay ' ſt is ; falſe 
[Turning from ber in 4 Rage. 
. By all that's good *tis real, 
I never lov'd before, tho oft a Miſtres. 
hall my firſt Vows be lighted ? 

Wil. What can ſhe mean? _ [4fde. 

Ang. I find you cannot credit me. [Ir an angry Tone. 

Will. I know you take me for an errant Afs, 

An Aß that may be ſooth'd into Belief, 

And then be us d at pleaſure. 

hut, Madam, I have been fo often cheated. 
perjur'd, ſoft, deluding Hypocrites, 

That I've no Faith left for the cozening Sex, 

Eſpecially for Women of your Trade. 

Ang. The low Eſteem you have of me, perhaps 
May bring my Heart again : 

For I have Pride that yet ſurmounts my 7 
Ike turns with Pride, be de 


Will. 
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Fall. Throw off this Pride, this Enemy to BliG, | 
And ſhew the Power of Love; tis with thoſe Arms 
I can be only vanquiſt'd, made a Slave. 
Ang. Is all my mighty Expectation vaniſh'd ? 


— No, I will not hear thee talk, thou haſt a Charm 
In every word, that draws my Heart away. 
And all the thouſand Trophies I deſign'd, 
Thou haſt undone- Why art thou ſoft ? 
Thy Looks are bravely rough, and meant for War. 
Couldſt thou not ſtorm on ſtill ? 
I then perhaps had been as free as thou. 
Will. Death! How ſhe throws her Fire about my Soul ! 
U[IAlide. 
Make heed, fair Creature, how you raiſe my Hopes, 
Which once aſſum'd pretend to all Dominion. 
There's not a Joy thou haſt in Store 
I ſhall not then command; 
For which Tl pay thee back my Soul, my Life. 
Come, let's begin th' Account this happy Minute. 
| Ang. And will you pay me then the Price I aſk ? ' 
Fl Oh, why doſt thou draw me from an awful War 
I . 
By Fan, uh thou art no Divinity ? 
Conceal the Fiend, and ſhew me all the Anget ; 
Keep me but ignorant, and I'll be devout, 
And pay my Vows for ever at this Shrine 
; [Kineels and Rifſes her Hand 
tug. The Pay I mean is but thy Love for mine. 
_ Can you give that? © | 
Will. Intirel come, let's withdraw: Where T ri 
renew my Vows, ———and- breathe 'em with ſuch Ar- 
dour, thou ſhalt not doubt my Zeal. 
Ang. Thou haſt a Power — ſtrong to be reſiſted. | 
_ - Ex. Will. and Angelica. 
" Moret. Now m Curſe go with you——ls all our Pro- 
ject fallen to this? To love the only Enemy to our Trade? 


Nay, to love ſuch a Shameroon, a very Beggar ; nay, 
Pirate-Beggar, whoſe Buſineſs it is to il and be 2 a 
No-Purchaſe, No-Pay Tatterdemalion, an Eng/: fp Picca- 
xgon ; z a Rogue that fights for daily Drink, and takes a 
| Pride 
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Pride in being loyally louſy,.— Oh, I could curſe now, 
if I durſt This is the Fate of moſt Whores. 


Trophies which from believing Fops we win, 
Are Spoils to thoſe tubo coZen us again. 


ACT II. SEN E I. 
A Street. 


Enter Florinda, Valeria, Hellena, is Antick differend Dre/ 
from what they were in before, Callis attending. 


Florinda. 
Wonder what ſhould make my Brother 
in fo ill a Humour: I hope he has not 
found out our Ramble this Morning. 

Hell. No, if he had, we ſhould have 
heard on't at both Ears, and have been 
mew'd up this Afternoon; which I 
pes would not for the World ſhould have 
happen d Hey ho! I'm fad as a Lover's Lute. 

Val. Well, methinks we have learn'd this Trade of 
Gipſies as readily as if we had been bred upon the Road 
to Laretto; and yet I did fo fumble when I told the 
Stranger his Fortune, that I was afraid I ſhould have told 
my own and yours by miſtake— But methinks He/- 
{ena has been very ſerious ever ſince. 

Flor. J would give my Garters ſhe were in love, to 
be. reveng'd upon her for abuſing me How io t 
Hellena ? hd 

Hell. Ah!——Would I had never ſeen my mad Mon- 
fieur———and yet for all your laughing I am ngt in love 
nnd yet this ſmall Acquaintance, o'my Coſyſcience, 
will never out of my Head. | | 5 a 

al. 
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Pal. Ha, ha, ha, J laugh to think how thou art 
fitted with a Lover, a Fellow that, I warrant, loves every 
new Face he ſees. 

Hell. Hum he has not kept his Word with me here 
and may be taken up— that Thought is not very 
pleaſant to me what the Deuce ſhould this be now that 
I feel ? 

Val. What is't like? i | 

Hell. Nay, the Lord knows but if I ſhould be 
hanged, I cannot chooſe but be angry and afraid, when I 
think that mad Fellow ſhould be in love with any Body 
but me What to think of myſelf I know not 
Would I could meet with ſome true damn'd Gipſy, that I 
might know my Fortune. 

Val. Know it! Why there's nothing fo eaſy : Thou wilt 
love this wandring Inconſtant till thou tind*ſt thyſelf hang'd 
about his Neck, and then be as mad to get free again. 

Flr. Ves, Valeria; we ſhall fee her beſtride his Bag- 
gage-horſe, and follow him to the Campaign. 

Hell. So, ſo; now you are provided for, there's no 
care taken of poor me But ſince you have ſet my 
Heart a wiſhing, I am reſolv'd to know for what. I wi 
not die of the Pip, ſo I will not. 

Fur. Art thou mad to talk fo? Who will like thee 
well enough to have thee, that hears what a mad Wench 
thou art ? | | 

Hell. Like me! I don't intend every he that likes me 
ſhall have me, but he that I like: I ond have ſtaid in 
the Nunnery ſtill, if I had ld my Lady Abbeſs as well 
as ſhe Iikd me. No, I came thence, not (as my wiſe 
Brother imagines) to take an eternal Farewel of the World, 
but to love and to be belov'd ; and I will be belov'd, or 
PH get one of your Men, fo I will. 7 

Ja. Am I put into the Number of Lovers? | 

Hell. You! My Cuz, I know thou art too good-na- 
turd to leave us in any Defign : 'Thou'lt venture a 
Caſt, tho thou comeſt off a Loſer, eſpecially with ſuch a 
Gameſter —I obſerv'd your Man, and your willing 
Ears incline that way; and if you are not a Lover, tis an 
Art ſoon leam d chat I find. 72 
88 12 F | br. 
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Fur. I wonder how you learn'd to love ſo eaſily, I had 
a thouſand Charms to meet my Eyes and Ears, ere 1 

cou'd yield; and 'twas the knowledge of Belvil''s Merit, 
dey the ſurprizing Perſon, took my Soul Thou 
art too raſh to give a Heart at firſt Sight. 

Hell. Hang your conſidering Lover; I ne'er thought 
beyond the Fancy, that *twas a very pretty, idle, filly 
kind of Pleaſure to paſs one's time with, to write little 
ſoft nonſenſical Billets, and with great Difficulty and Dan- 
ger receive Anſwers; in which I ſhall have my Beauty 

d, my Wit admir'd (tho little or none) and have the 
youre and Power to know I am deſirable; then I have 
the more Inclmation that Way, becauſe I am to be a Nun, 
and ſo ſhall not be ſuſpected to have any fuch earthly 


Thoughts about me But when I walk thus——— 


and figh thus——they'll think my Mind's upon my Mo- 
naſtery, and cry, — happy tis ſhe's ſo reſolv d. 

But not a Word of Man. | 

Flor. What a mad Creature's this 

Hell. I'Il warrant, if my Brother hears either of you 
ſigh, he cries (gravely)—I fear you have the Indiſcretion 
to be in love, but take heed of the Honour of our Houſe, 
and your own unſpotted Fame ; and fo he conjures on 
till ke has laid the ſoft-wing'd God in your Hearts, or broke 
the Bird's: neſt But ſee here comes your Lover: But 
where's my Inconſtant ? Let s ſtep aſide, and we may learn 


| [Go * 
1 Eater Belvile, Fred. and Blunt. 

Be. What means this? The Picture's taken i- 

Blum. It may be the Wench is good: natur d, and wil 
be kind gratis. Your Friend's a proper handſome Fellow. 

Bel“. I rather think ſhe has cut his Throat and is fled : 
I am mad he ſhould throw himſelf into Dangers——Pox 
by 8 ſhall want him Th-ightr—n—ket's knock and uk 
or him. 

Hell. My Heart goes a-pit-a- t, for ſear tis Man 
they talk of. wit 2 — Morets de 
| et. What would you have? | 

Betv. Tell the 9 chat enter d here hon two 
Hours ago, that his Friends ſtay here for him. | 


, 
— —< woe 
— 
| 
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Meyet. A Curſe upon him for Maoretta, would he were 
at the Devi. But he's coming to you. | Enter Willmore. 

Hell. I, I, tis he. Oh how this vexes me. 

Belv. And how, and how, dear Lad, has F ortune 
mird? Are we to break her Windows, or mißt up 
Altars to her? Hah} - 

Mill. Does not my Fortune fit tiumphant on my Bow. 
Doſt not ſee the little wanton God there all gay and ſmi- 
ling? Have I not an Air about my Face and Eyes, that x 
diftinguiſh me from the Crowd of common Lovers? By 
Heav'n, Cufgid's Quiver has not half ſo many Darts as 
her Eyes Oh ſuch a Bona Roba, to ſleep in her Arms 
is lying in Freſco, all perfum'd Air about me. 6 

Hell. Here's fine Encouragement for me to fool on. 
22 

mill. Hark ye, where didſt thou purchaſe that rich Ca- 
nary we drank To-day ? Tell me, that I may adore the 
Spigot, and facrifice to the Butt : The Juice was divine, 
into which I muſt dip my Roſary, and then bleſs all Things 
that I would have bold or fortunate. 

Belv. Well, Sir, let's go take a Bottle, and hear the 
Story of your Succeſs. 

Fred. Would not French Wine do better? 

Will. Damn the hungry Balderdaſh ; cheerful Seck has 
a generous Virtue in't, inſpiring a ſucceſsful Confidence, 
gives Eloquence to the Tongue, and Vigour to the Soul ; 
and has in a few Hours eompleated all my Hopes and 
Wiſhes. There's nothing left to raiſe new Deſire in me 
Come let's be gay and wanton And Gentlemen ſtudy, 
ſtudy what ye want, for here are Friends That will 
ſupply, Gentlemen, — Hark! What a charming Sound 
they make——Tis he and ſhe Gold whilſt here, * 
beget new Pleaſures every Moment. 

Blunt. But hark ye, Sir, you are not married are you. * 

Mill. All the Honey of Martrimony, but none of the 
Sting, Friend. 

Blunt. Sheartlikins, thou'rt a fortunate Rogue. 9 24 

Will. I am fo, Sir, let theſe inform vou . 
how ſweetly they chime ! Pox of Poverty, it makes a Man 
a Slave, makes Wit and Honour ſneak, my Soul grew lean 
and ruſty for want of Credit. Blunt. 


8 
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Blunt. *Sheartlikins, this I like well, it looks like my 
lucky Bargain ! Oh how I long for the Approach of wy 
Squire, that is to conduct me to her Houſe again. Why | 
here's two provided for. 

Fred. By this Light y're happy Men. 

Blunt. Fortune is pleaſed to ſmile on us, Gated, 
Io {mile on us. 

Enter Sancho, and pulls Blunt by the Shreve. They 
go aſide. 
Sancho. Sir, my Lady expects you She has remov'd 
all that might oppoſe your Will and Pleaſure And is 


impatient till you come. 
Blunt. Sir, I'll attend you——Oh the ren Rogue 


PI take no Leave, left they either dog me, or ſtay me. 


[Ex. with Sancho. 


Belp. But then the little Gipſy is forgot? 
Will. A Miſchief on thee for putting her into my 


Thoughts; I had quite forgot her elſe, and this Night's 
Debauch had drunk her quite down. 


Hell. Had it fo, good Captain? [ Class him on the Back. 
Will. Ha! I hope ſhe did not hear. 

Hell What afraid of ſuch a Champion? 

Will. Oh! You're a fine Lady of your Word, are you 
not? To make a Man languiſh a whole Day 

Hell. In tedious Search of me. 

Will. Egad, Child, thou'rt in the Right; hadſt thou 
ſeen what a melancholy Dog I have been ever fince I was a 


Lover, how TI have walk'd the Streets like a Capuchin, with 


my Hands in my Sleeves—Faith, Sweetheart, thou wouldft 
ity me. 

N Hell Now if I ſhould be hang'd, I can't be angry with 
him, he diſſembles fo heartily 
what Pains you have taken Now were I ungrateful 
not to reward ſo true a Servant. 

Will. Poor Soul! That's kindly faid, I ſee thou beareſt 
a Conſcience Come then for a Beginning ſhew me 
thy dear Face. 

Hell. Pm afraid, my ſmall Acquaintance, you have 


been ſtaying that fwinging Stomach you boaſted of this 
Morning; I remember then my little Collation would have 


gone 


Alas, good Captain, 


— —— — 
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gone down with you, without the Sauce of a handſome 
Fate] s your Stomach ſo * now ? | 

Will. Faith, long faſting, Child, ſpoils a Man's Appetite 
—— yet if you durſt treat, I could ſo lay about me {till ©. 

Hell. And would you fall to, before a Prieſt fays 
Grace? | | | | . 

Will. Oh fie, fie, what an old out-of-faſhion'd thing 
haſt thou nam'd ? Thou cou'dit not daſh me more out ot 
Countenance, ſhouldſt thou ſhew me an ugly Face. 

Whilt he is ſeemingly courting Hellena, enter Angelica, 

Moretta, Biſkey, and Sebaſtian, all in Maſqueraae : 
Angelica ſees Willmore and tarts. 

Ang. Heavens, ist he? And paſſionately ſond to ice 
another Woman ? KA 
. Meoret. What cou'd you expect leſs from ſuch a Swag 

rer ? ie 

1 5 As much as I paid him, a Heart intire, 
which I had Pride enough to thmk when &er I gave, it 
ſhould have raisd the Man above the Vulgar, made him 
all Soul, and that all ſoft and conſtant. Wert. 
Hell. You ſee, Captain, how willing I am to be Friends 
with you, till Time and Il-luck make us Lovers; and 
ask you the Queſtion firſt, rather than put your Modeſty 
to the bluſh by asking me: For alas, I know you Captains 
are ſuch ſtrict Men, ſevere Obſervers of your Vows to 
Chaſtity, that *twill be hard to prevail with your tender 
Conſcience to marry a young willing Maid. 

Will. Do not abuſe me, for fear I ſhould take thee at 
thy Word, and marry thee indeed, which Pm fure will 
be Revenge ſufficient. 

Hell. O my Conſcience that will be our Deſtiny, be- 
cauſe we are both of one Humour ; I am as inconſtant as 
you, for I have conſidered, Captain, that a handſome 
Woman has a great deal to do whilſt her Face is good, for 
then is our Harveſt-time to gather Friends; and ſhould I 
in theſe Days of my Youth, catch a fit of fooliſh Conſtan- 
cy, I were undone; tis loĩtering by Day-light in our great 
Journey: Therefore declare, Vil allow but one Year for 
Love, one Year for Indifference, and one Year for Hate 
and then————4go hang yourſelf——for I profeſs 11 

| | [4 
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the Gay, the Kind, and the Inconſtan. the Devil's 


in't if this won't pleaſe you. 

Will. Oh moſt damnably !——T have a Heart with a 
Hole quite thro it too, no Priſon tiks mine to keep a Mi- 
ſtreſs in. 

Ang. Ferjur'd Man ! How 1 believe thee now |! 

[ Apa. 

Hell. Well, J fee our Buſineſs as well as Humours are 
alike, yours to cozen as many Maids as will truſt you, and 
Jas many Men as have Faith——See'tf I have not as de- 
ſperate a lying Look, as you can have for the Heart of you. 

[Pulls off her Vizard; he flarts. 
t— —How do you like it, Captain? 

Will. Like it! By Heav'n, I never faw ſo much Beauty. 
Oh the Charms of thoſe ſprightly black Eyes, that ſtrangely 
fair Face, full of Smiles and Dimples! Thoſe ſoft round 
melting cherry Lips! And ſmall even white Teeth ! Not 
to be expreſs d, but ſilently adored ! Oh one Look 
more, and ſtrike me dumb, or I ſhall repeat nothing elſe 
till I am mad. 

[He ſeems to court Ber to pull off her Vizard* She refuſes. 

] can endure no more nor is it fit to inter- 
rupt him; for if I do, my Jealouſy has fo deſtroy'd my 
Renſon—1 ſhall undo im Therefore Pl! retire. 
And you Sebaſtian [To one of her Bravoes] follow that 
Woman, and learn who 'tis; while you tell the Fugi- 
tive I would ſpeak to him inſtantly. [To the ther Bravo. 

Exit. 
[This while Flor. is talking to Belvile, who ſtands 
fullenty. Fred. courting Valeria. 

Pal. Prithee, dear Stranger, be not fo ſullen; for tho 
you have loſt your Love, you ſee my Friend frankly offers 
you hers to play with in the mean Time. 

Belt. Faith, Madam, I am ſorry I can't play at her Game. 

Fred. Pray leave your Intercefſion; and mind your own 


Affair, they'll better agree apart; he's a modeſt Sigher in 
Company, but alone no Woman eſcapes him. 

Fr. Sure he does but rally yet if it ſhould be 
true I'll tempt him farther Believe me, noble Stran- 


ber, Tm no common Miſtreſ and for a little Proof 
on't 
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-nay, take it, Sir, tis 


on't- wear this Jewel 
right, and Bills of Exchange may ſometimes miſcarry. 

Belv. Madam, why am I choſe out of all Mankind t to 
be the Object of your Bounty? 

Val. There's another civil Queſtion aſk'd. 

Fred. Pox of's Modeſty, it ſpoils his own N and 
hinders mine. 

Flor. Sir, from my Window I have often ſcen yon; ; and 


Women of Quality have ſo few Opportunities for Love, 


that we ought to loſe none. 

Fred. Ay, this is ſomething ! Here's a Woman! 
When ſhall I be bleſt with fo much Kindneſs from your fair 
Mouth: Take the Jewel Fool. Aide to Belv. 

Belv. You tempt me ſtrangely, Madam, every Way. 

Flr. So, if I find him falſe, my whole Repoſe is _ 

22 

Belv. And but for a Vow I've made to a very fine Lady, 
this Goodneſs had ſubdu'd me. 

Fred. Pox on't be kind, in Pity to me be kind, for Iam 
to thrive here but as you treat her Friend. 

Hell. Tell me what did you in yonder Houſe, and T'1l 
unmaſque. 

Will. Yonder Houſe——Oh I went to a2 
to Why there's a Friend of mine lives ore. 
Hell. What a She, or a He Friend. I 

Hill. A Man upon my Honour! A Man A She 
Friend! No, no, Madam, you have done my Buſineſs, I 
thank you. 

Hell And was't your Man Friend, that had more Darts 
in's Eyes than Cupid carries in's whole Budget of Arrows? 

Will. So 

Hell. Ah ſuch a Bona Roba. To be in her Arms is lying 
in Freſco, all perfumed Air about me — Was this your 
Man Friend too? 

Will. So — 

Hell. That gave you the He and the She Gold, 
that begets young Pleaſures. 

Will. Well, well, Madam, then you ſee there are Ladies 
in the World, that will not be crue . There are, Madam, 
there are ⁊æxkʒ 

Hell. 
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Hell. And there be Men too as fine, wild, inconſtant 
Fellows: as yourſelf, there be Captain, there be, if you 


to that now Therefore I'm refoly' dom 
Vill. Oh! | 

Hell. To ſee your Face no more 

Will. Oh! 


Hell. Till To-morrow. 
Will. Egad you frighted me. 

Heil. Nor then neither, unleſs you'll ſwear never to ſee 
that Lady more. 

Will. See her ſw Why! Never to think of Woman- 
kind again. 
>, Hell. Knee), and ſwear. | Kneels, ſbe gives him ber Hand. 

Will. J do, never to think—to ſee—to love—nor lie 
with any but thyſelf. 

Hell. Kiſs the Book. 


Will. Oh moſt religiouſly. DLX, her Hand. 
Hell. Now what a wicked Creature am I, to damn a 
proper Fellow. | 


Call. Madam, Pll ſtay no longer, tis een dark. [To Flor. 

Flr. However, Sir, Þ'1] leave this with you That 
when I'm gone, you may repent the Opportunity you have 
loſt by your Modeſty, [Gives him the Jewel, which is 

[her Picture, and Ex. he gazes after her. 

Will. "Twill be an Age till To-morrow And 
*till then I will moſt impatiently expect you——Adieu, 
my dear pretty Angel. | [Ex. all the Women. 

Belv. Ha! Florinda's Picture! "Twas ſhe her ſelf 
What a dull Dog was I ? I would have given the World 
for one Minute's Diſcourſe with her 

Fred. This comes of your Modeſty—Ah pox on your 
Vor, *twas ten to one but we had loſt the Jewel by't. 

Beiv. Willmore ! The bleſſed'ſt Opportunity loſt 
Fhrinda, Friends, Florinda ! 

Will. Ah Rogue! Such black Eyes, fuch a Face, ſuch 
a Mouth, ſuch Teeth and fo much Wit. 

Belv. All, all, and a thouſand Charms beſides. 

Hill. Why doſt thou know her? 

Belv. Know her! Ay, ay, anda Pox take me with all 
my Heart for being modeſt, D 

i 
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Mill. But hark ye, Friend of mine, are you my Rival? 
and have I been only beating the Buſh all this while? 
Belv. I underſtand thee not—I'm mad See here 
[Sheevs the Picture. 
Mill. Ha! Whoſe Picture is this: Tis a fine Wench. 
Fred. The Colonel's Miſtreſs, Sir. 
Will. Oh, oh, here I thought it had been ano- 
ther Prize Come, come, a Bottle will ſet thee right 


again. [ Gives the Picture back. 
Belv. J am content to try, and by that Tune twill be 


hte enough for our Deſign. 
Will. Agreed. 


Love does all Day the SouP s great Empire Reep, 
But Wine at Night lulls the ſoft God aſleep. 


Scenes II. Lucetta's Houſe. 


Enter Blunt and Lucetta with a Light. 

Luc. Now we are ſafe and free, no Fears of the coming 
Home of my old jealous Huſband, which made me a little 
thoughtful when you came in firſt but now Love 
is all the Buſineſs of my Soul. 

Blunt. I am tranſported 
ſome fine Things to ſay to her, ſuch as Lovers uſe 
was a Fool not to learn of Fred. a little by heart before I 
came Something I mult ſay 
Sheartlikins, ſweet Soul, I am not us d to compliment, 
but I'm an honeſt Gentleman, and thy humble Servant. 

Luc. I have nothing to pay for ſo great a Favour, but 
fuch a Love as cannot but be great, ſince at firſt Sight of 
that ſweet Face and Shape it made me your abſalute 
Captive. | | 

Blunt. Kind Heart, how prettily ſhe talks! Egad I'll ſhew 
her Huſband a Spaniſh Trick ; ſend him out of the World 
and marry her : She's damnably in Love with me, and will 
ne er mind Settlements, and fo there's that ſav d. T[ Afrae. 
Luc. Well, Sir, I'll go and undreſs me, and be with 


- you inſtantly. 


Blunt. Make haſte then, for Sheartlikins, dear Soul, 
thou 


Pox on't, that I had but. 
1 
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thou can ſt not gueſs at the Pain of a longing Lover, when 
his Joys are drawn within the Compals of a few Minutes. 
Lac. You ſpeak my Senſe, and Pl make hatte to pro- 
vide it. | [ Afige. 
Blunt. Tis a rare Girl, and this one Night's Enjoyment 
with her will be worth all the Days ever paſs d in E 
Would ſhe go with me into Exg/and, tho to fay Truth, 
there's Plenty of Whores there already But a Pox 
on 'em, they are ſuch mercenary prodigal Whores, that 
they want ſuch a one. as this, that's free and generous, to 
give em good Examples Why, what à Houle ſhe has! 
how rich and fine ! 
Sancho. Sir, my Lady has ſent me to conduct you to her 
Chamber. | [Ex. Sancho. 
Blunt, Sir, I ſhall be proud to follow Here's one 
of her Servants too: *Sheartlikins, by his Garb and Gravity 
he might be a Juſtice of Peace in Ee, and is but a 
Pimp here. 1 Exit. 
The Scene changes to a Chamber with an Alcove-Bed in it, 
a Table, &c. Lucetta' in Bed. Enter Sancho and Blunt, 
oho takes the Candle of Sancho at the Door. 
Sancho. Sir, my Commitſhon reaches no farther. 
Blunt. Sir, I'll excuſe your Compliment 
in Bed my ſweet Miſtreſs ? h 
Luc. You ſee, I ſtil ont<do you in Kindneſs. 
Blunt. And thou ſhalt ſee what haſte I'll make to quit 
Scores Oh the luckieſt Rogue! © [Undrefe himjelf. 
Luc. Shou'd you be falſe or cruel now ! 7 
Blunt, Falſe, 'Sheartlikins, what doſt thou take me for 
a Jew ? An inſenſible Heathen——A Pox of thy old jea- 
lous Huſband : And he were dead, egad, ſweet Soul, it 
ſhou'd be none of my Fault, if I did not marry thee. - | 
Luc. It never ſhou'd be mine. 
Blunt. Good Soul, I'm the fortunateſt Dog ! 
Luc. Are you not undreſ#d yet? Fx 
Blunt. As much as my impatience will permit. 
| [ Goes towards the Bed in his Shirt and Drawer-. 
Zac. Hold, Sir, put out the Light, it may betray us ele. 


Blunt. 


What 


The Baniſh'd Cavaliers. 49 


Blunt. Any thing, I need no other Light but that of 
thine Eyes !—Sheartlikins, there I think I had it. [ 4#e. 
[Puts out the Candle, the Bed deſcends, be gropes 
about to find it. 

———Why—why—where am I got? what not yet? 
where are you Sweeteſt ? ah, the Rogue's filent now— 
a pretty Love Trick this——how ſhe'll laugh at me anon! 
ou need not, my dear Rogue! you need not! I'm 
all on a Fire already come, come, now call me in for 
Pity Sure I'm enchanted ! I have been round the 
Chamber, and can-find neither Woman, nor Bed I 
lock'd the Door, I'm ſure ſhe cannot go that Way; or if 
ſhe cou'd, the Bed cou'd not: Enough, enough, my 
pretty Wanton, do not carry the Jeſt too far, — ——Ha, 

betray'd! Dogs! Rogues! Imps! help! help! 
Lights on a Trap, and is let dn. 

Enter Lucetta, Philippo, and Sancho with a Light. 
Phil. Ha, ha, ha, he's diſpatch'd finely. 

Luc. Now, Sir, had I been coy, we had mi{f'd of this 


Phil. Nay, when I faw *twas a ſubſtantial Fool, I was 
mollified ; but when you doat upon a Serenading Cox- 
comb, upon a Face, fine Clothes, and a Lute, it makes 
me rage. | 

Luc. You know I never was guilty of that Folly, my 
dear Philippo, but with yourſelf But come let's 
ſee what we have got by this. 

Phil. A rich Coat !\——Sword and Hat! theſe 
Breeches too gare well lin'd ! ſee here a Gold 
Watch ! a Purſe——ha! Gold gat leaſt two hun- 
dred Piſtoles ! a Bunch of Diamond Rings; and one with 
the Family Arms !——a Gold Box !|--—with a Medal of 
his King! and his Lady Mother's Picture ttheſe were 
ſacred Relicks, believe me ſee the Waſteband of 
his Breeches have 4 Mine of Gold Old Queen Be/s. 
We have a Quarrel to her ever fince Eighty Eight, and 
may therefore juſtify the Theft, the Inquiſition might have 
committed it. | | 

Luc. See, a Bracelet of bow'd Gold, theſe his Siſter 
ty'd about his Arm at 9 well for all this, 

2 | J fear 


— —— 5 
you 
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I fear his being a Stranger may make a Noiſe, and hinder 


our Trade with them hereafter. 
Phil. That's our Security; he is not only a Stranger to 
us, but to the Country too the Common Shore 


into which he is deſcended, thou knoweſt, conducts him 


into another Stieet, which this Light will hinder him from 


ever finding again——he knows neither your Name, nor 
the Street where your Houle is, nay, nor the Way to his 


own Lodgings. 
Lac. And art not thou an unmeriful Rome. not to 
afford him one Night for all this?———1 ſhould not 
have been ſuch a Fero. x 


Phil. Blame me not Lucetta to keep as much of thee as 
I can to myſel come, that Thought makes me wan- 
ton let's to Bed. anche, lock up theſe : 


This is the Fleece which Fools 40 tears Sx, 
Dep, E54 ur witty Men to ſpare. E. (Exeun. 


The Scene changes, and diſcovers Blunt, erecting out of a 

. © _ Common Shore, his Face, &c. all dirty. 

Blunt. Oh Lord! IQCiribing up. 
E am got out at laſt, and hich: is a Miracle) without a 
Clue——and now to Damning and Curſing, but if 
that would eaſe me, where ſhall IL begin? with my For- 
tune, myſelf, or the Quean, that conen d me What 
a Dog was I to believe in Women l Oh Cox comb 
ignorant conceited Coxcomb! to fanſy ſhe cou'd be en- 
amour'd with my Perſon, at the firſt Sight enamour'd 
Oh, I'm a curſed Puppy, tis plain, Fool was writ upon 
my Forehead, ſhe perceiv'd- it the Er Calf 
there— for what Allurements could there be in this 


Countenance? which I can endure, becauſe I'm acquaint- 


ed with it Oh, dull ſilly Dog! to be thus ſooth'd 
into a Cozening ! Had I been — I might fondly have 
credited the young Quean !--—but as I was in my right 
Wits, to be thus cheated, confirms I am a dull believing 
Engliſb Country Fop. But my Comrades! Death and 


the Devil, there's the worſt of all then a Ballad will 


| be ſung To- morrow on the * to a Tune of the 
4 * Enchanted 
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Enchanted Squire, and the Annihilated Damſel But 
Fred. that Rogue, and the Colonel, will abuſe me beyond 
all Chriſtian Patience—had ſhe left me my Clothes, I have 
a Bill of Exchange at Home wou'd have {av'd my Credit 
but now all Hope is taken from me—— Well, III 
Home (if I can find the Way) with this Conſolation, 
that I am not the firſt kind believing Coxcomb; but there 
are, Gallants, many ſuch good Natures amongſt ye. 


Aud tho youve better Arts to bide your Follies, 
'Sheartlikins y are all as errant Gullies..... .. 7 


Ser NE, The Garden, in the Night. 


Enter Florinda undreſs d, with a Key and a little Box. 


Flr. Well, thus far Pm in my way to Happineſs; I 
have got myſelf free from Ca//is; my Brother too, I find 
by yonder Light, is got into his Cabinet, and thinks not 
of me: I have by good Fortune got the Key of the Gar- 
den Back-door, Pl! open it, to prevent Befvil”s 
knocking, a little Noiſe will now alarm my Brother. 
Now am I as fearful as a young Thief. [Unlocks the Door. ] 
Hark, what Noiſe is that? Oh, *twas the 
Wind that play'd amongſt the Boughs —Belvile ſtays long, 
methink its time——ſtay——for fear of a Surprize, 


PII hide theſe Jewels in yonder ſeſſamin, 


[She goes to lay down the Box. 

Enter Willmore drunk. 
Will. What the Devil is become of theſe Fellows, Bel. 
vile and Frederick? They promis d to ſtay at the next Cor- 


. ner for me; but who the Devil knows the Corner of a full 


Moon ? Now whereabouts am I? hah what 
have we here? a Garden! a very convenient Place to 
ſleep in—hah—what has God ſent us here? a Female 
by _ Light, a Woman, I'm.a Dog if it be not a very 
ench. be 
Flor. He's come !— hah who's there ? 
Will. Sweet Soul, let me ſalute thy Shoe-{ftring. 
Hor. "Tis not my Belvile———-good Heavens, I know 
him not. Who are you, 8 from whence come you? 
| Ih ut, 
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Mill. Prithee——prithee Child not ſo many hard 
Queſtions let it ſuffice I am here, Child Come, 
come kiſs me. 

Fur. Good God ! what Luck is mine. 

Mill. Only good Luck, Child, parlous good Luck. 
Come hither, tis a delicate ſhining Wench, by 
this Hand ſhe's perfum'd, and ſmells like any Noſegay.— 
Prithee, dear Soul, let's not play the Fool, and loſe Time, 

recious Time for as Gad ſhall fave me, I'm as 
honeſt a Fellow as breathes, tho' I'm a little diſguiꝰd at 
preſent.—Come, I ay hy, thou mayſt be free 
with me, I'll be very ſecret. Pl not boaſt who 'twas ob- 
lig d me, not for hang me, if I know thy Name. 
Flor.- Heavens! what a filthy Beaſt is this! 
Will. I am fo, and thou oughtſt the ſooner to lie with 
me for that Reaſon, for look you Child, there will be 


no Sin in't, becauſe twas neither defign'd nor premedi- 


tated ; tis pure Accident on both Sides——that's a certain 
Thing now——Indeed ſhould 1 make Love to you, and 
you vow Fidelity, and ſwear and lye 'till you belie d and 


yielded Thou art therefore (as thou art a good 
Chriſtian) oblig'd in Conſcience to deny me nothing. 
Now—— come, be kind, without any more idle 
Prating. 


Flor. Oh, I am ruin'd wicked Man, unhand me. 


Will. Wicked! Egad Child, a Judge, were he young 


and vigorous, and faw thoſe Eyes of thine, would know 
"was they gave the firſt Blow the firſt Provocation.— 
Come, prithee let's loſe no Time, I ſay— this is a fine 
convenient Place. 

Flr. Sir, let me go, I conjure you, or I'll call out. 

Will. Ay, ay, you were beſt to call Witneſs, to ſee 
how finely you treat me- do. — 
Fur. Vil cry Murder, Rape, or any Thing, if you d 
not inſtantly let me go. 


Vill. A Rape! Come, come, you lye you Baggage, 


ou lye: What, I'll warrant you would fain have the 
World believe now that you are not {o forward as I. No, 
not you,—why at this time of Night was your, Cobweb- 
| door {et open, dear Spider=—but to catch Flies? 


Hah 


” 


1 
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Hah come or I ſhall be damnably angry. Why 
what a Coil is here- — | | 

Fur. Sir, can you think | TE 

Will. That you'd do it for nothing? oh, oh, I find 
what you'd be at, look here, here's a Piſtole for you 
here's a Work indeed here take it, I fay.— 

Fur. For Heavens fake, Sir, as you're a Gentleman 

Will. . be wheedling me for 
more what you will not take it then you're re- 
folv'd you will not. Come, come, take it, or PII put; - 
it up again ; for look ye, I never give more. y. 
how now Miſtreſs, are you io high !th* Mouth, a Piſtole 
won't down with you ?—hah?—why, what a Work's 
herein good time, come, no ſtruggling, be gone 
But an y'are good at a dumb Wreſtle, Pm for ye, 
look ye, I'm for ye. — [She firuggles with hin. 

Enter Belvile and Frederick. 

Belv. The Door is open, a Pox of this mad Fellow, 
I'm angry that we've loſt him, I durſt have ſworn he had 
follow'd us. | 
Fred. But you were ſo haſty, Colonel, to be gone. 

Flr. Help, help, Murder! ——help——oh, 
Tm ruin'd. | 

Belv. Ha, ſure that's Horinda's Voice. 

| [Comes up to them. 
— —A Man ! Vilhin let go that Lady. [A Noiſe. 
Will. turns and draws, Fred. mterpo/es. 

Flr. Betvile! Heavens! my Brother too is coming, 
and "twill be impoſſible to eſcape. Belvile, I conjure 

u to walk under my Chamber-window, from whence 

'll give you ſome Inſtructions what to do This rude 

Man has undone us. | [ Exit, 
Will. Belvile ! | | | 
Enter Pedro, Stephano, and other Servants with Lights. 

Ped.. Tm betray'd ; run Stephane, and ſee if Florinda be 
ſafe. [Exit Steph. 
So Whoever they be, all is not well, I'll to Florindd's 
Chamber, [They fight, and Pedro's Party beats em cut; 

| going aut, meets Stephano. 


C3 A Steph, 
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' Steph... You need not, Sir, the poor Lady's faſt aſleep, 
and thinks no harm: I wou'd not awake her, Sir, for fear 
of frightning her with your Danger. 

Ped. I'm glad ſhe's — Raſcals how. came 
the Garden-Door open ? | 
. Steph. That Queſtion comes too late, Sir, ſome. of. my 
Fellow-Servants Maſquerading I'Il warrant, ' | 

Ped. Maſquerading! a leud Cuſtom to debauch our 
. ! s {ſomething more in this than I imagine. 
un. 


SCENE changes 10 the Street. 


Enter Belvile in Rage, Fred. holding bim, and Willmore 
| melanctsly. 


2 1 Why, how the Devil ſhou'd I know Fhrinda? 

Belv. Ah Plague of your Ignorance! if it had not been 
Florinda, muit you be a Bealt ? a Brute, a ſenſeleſs 
Swine? 

Will. Well, Sir, ye fee 'm endu'd with Patience 
I can bear—tho' Egad ye're very free with me methinks, 
— was in good hopes the Quarrel wou'd have been on 

Side, for ſo uncivilly interrupting me. | 

Belt. Peace, Brute, whilſt thou'rt fafe———2D———oh Tm 
diſtracted. 

Will. Nay, nay, I'm an unlucky Dog, that's certain. 

Belv. A curſe upon the Star that ruPd my Birth! or 
whatſoever other Influence that makes me ſtill ſo 
wretched. 

Will. Thou breabſt my Heart with theſe Complaints; 
there is no Star in fault, no Influence but Sack, the curſed 
Sack I drank. 

Bev. Why, how the Devil came you ſo drunk ? 

Will. Why, how the Devil came you fo ſober ? 

Belv. A curſe upon his thin Skull, he was always be- 
fore-hand that Way. 

- Fred. Prithee, dear Colonel, forgive him, he's ſorry for 
his Fault. 

Belv. He's always ſo after he has done a Miſchief—— 
a Tagac on all ſuch Brutes. 


Will. 
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Will. By this Light I took her for an errant Harlot. 
Belv. Damn your debauch'd Opinion: Tell me, Sot, 
hadſt thou fo much Senſe and Light about thee to diſtin- 
guiſh her to be a Woman, and could*# not ſee ſomething 
about her Face and Perſon, to ſtrike an awful Reverence 
into thy Soul? 
Will. Faith no, I conſider d her as mere a Woman as I 
cou'd wiſh. 
Belv. *Sdeath I have no Patience————draw, or III 
kill you. 
Will Let that alone till To-morrow, and if I ſet not all 
right again, uſe your Pleaſure. ; 
Bel. To-morrow, damn it, 
The ſpiteful Light will lead me to no Happineſs. 
Tomorrow is Antonio's, and perhaps 
Guides him to my Undoing ;——oh that I could meet 
This Rival, this powerful Fortunate. 
Will. What then ? 
Belo. Let thy own Reaſon, or my Rage inſtruct thee. 
Will. I ſhall be finely inform'd then, no doubt; hear 
me, Colonel hear me ſhew me the Man 
and I'll do his Buſineſs. | 
Belv. J know him no more than thou, or if I did, I 
ſhonld not need thy Aid. 
Will. This you fay is 4ngelica's Houſe, I promiꝰ d the 
kind Baggage to lie with her To-night. + 
| " Offers to go in. 
Enter Antonio and his Page. Ant. knocks on the Hilt of 
his Sword. 
Ant You paid the thouſand Crowns I directed? 
Page. To the Lady's old Woman, Sir, I did. 
Vill. Who the Devil have we here ? 
Belo. Tl now plant myſelf under Fhrind's Window, 
and if I find no comfort there, Pl! die. 
h [Ex. Belv. and Fred. 


Enter Moretta. 
Moret. Page 
Page. Here's my Lord. 


C 4 Will, 
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Will. How is this, a Picaroon going to board my Fri- 
gate! Here's one Chaſe-Gun for you. 
[Drawing his Sword, juſtles Ant. who turns and 


draws. They fight, Ant. falls. 
Moret. Oh, bleſs us, we are all undone ! 


| us in, and ſbuts the Door. 
Page. Help, Murder ! 


[Belvile returns at the Noiſe of Fighting. 
Bev. Ha, the mad Rogue's engag d in ſome unlucky 
Adventure again. 
| Enter two or three Maſqueraders. 
Maſy. Ha, a Man kill'd ! 
Will. How! A Man killd ! Then Pl! go home to ſleep. 
[Puts up, and reels out. Exit Maſguers another tay. 


Belo. Who ſhou'd it be! Pray Heaven the Rogue is 


ſaſe, for all my Quarrel to him. 
[4s Belvile 7s groping about, enter an Officer and ſi x 
Soldier s. . 
Sold. Who's there? 
Offi. So, here's one diſpatch d ſecure the Murderer. 
Belv. Do not miſtake my Charity for Murder: 


I came to his Aſſiſtance. [Soldiers ſeize on Belvile. 
Q. That ſhall be tried, Sir.———St. Jago, Swords 
drawn in the Carnival Time! [Goes to Antonio. 


Ant. Thy Hand prithee. | 
Offic. Ha, Don Aitonio! Look well to the Villain 
there. How ist, Sir? 
Ant. I'm hurt. | 
Belv. Has my Humanity made me a Criminal 
Ofic.. Away with him. 
Bekv. What a curs'd Chance is this! 


[Exit Soldiers with Belvile. 


An. This is _ — bid me twice 


carry him to my Apartment till you have farther Orders 
from me. | [To the Officer. Exit Ant. ed. 
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ACT IV. Se RENE I. 


A fine Room. 
| Diſcovers Belvile, as by Dark, alone. 
Belvile. 

HEN ſhall I be weary of railing on 
Fortune, who is reſoly'd never to turn 
with Smiles upen me? Two ſuch 
Defeats in one Night None but 


the Devil and that mad Rogue could 
have contriv'd to have plagued me with 
—] am here a Prifoner—but where? 
Heaven knows, and if there be Murder done, I can 
ſoon dceide the Fate of a Stranger in a Nation without 
ercy Yet this is nothing to the Torture my Soul 
bows with, when I think of loſing my fair, my dear F- 
7inda Fark my Door opens ———a Light 
too. Now ſhall I die like a Dog without Defence. 
[Enter Antonio in a Night-Gown, with a Light ; his Arm 
in a Scarf, and a Sword under his Arm: He ſets the 
Candle on the Table. 

Ant. Sir, I come to know what Injuries I have done 
you, that could provoke you to ſo mean an Action, as to 
attack me baſely, without allowing Time for my Defence. 

Belv. Sir, for a Man in my Circumſtance to plead In- 
nocence, would look like Fear but view me well, 


and you will find no Marks of a Coward on me, nor any 


thing that betrays that Brutality you accuſe me of. 
Ant. In vain, Sir, you impole upon my Senſe, 
You are not only he who drew on me laſt Night, 
But Yeſterday before the ſame Houſe, that of Angelica. 
Yet there is ſomething in your Face and Mien — 
C5 Betv. 
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Belv. I own I fought To-day in the Defence of a Friend 
of mine, with whom you (if you're the ſame) and Four 
Party. were firſt engag d. 
Perhaps you think this Crime enough to kill me, 
But if you do, I cannot fear you'll do. it baſely. 
Ant. No, Sir, I'll make you fit for a Defence with this. 
[Gives him the Sword. 
Belv. This Gallantry ſurprizes me——nor know I how 
to uſe this Preſent, Sir, againſt a Man fo brave. 
Ant. You ſhall not need; 
For know, I come to ſnatch you from a Danger 
That is decreed againſt you; 
Perhaps your Life, or long Impriſonment : + 
And 'twas with ſo much Courage you offended, 
I cannot fee you puni{h'd. 
Belv. How ſhall I repay this Generoſity ? 
Ant. It had been fafer to have kill'd another, 
Than to have attempted me: 
To ſhew your Danger, Sir, I'll let you know my Quality ; 
And tis 1 Vice-Roy's Son whom you have wounded. 
Belv. The Vice-Roy's Son! 
Death and Confuſion] Was this Plague ed 
To compleat all the reſt ? oblig'd by him 
The Man- of all the World I wou'd deſtroy. 22 
Ant. You ſeem diſorder'd, Sir. 
Bebo. Yes, traſt me, Sir, I am, and 'tis with Pain 
That Man receives ſuch Bounties, | 
Who wants the Power to pay em back again. 
Ant. To gallant Spirits *tis indeed uneaſy ; 
hut you may quickly over-pay me, Sir. 
Belv. Then I am well—kind Heaven] But ſet us even, 
That I may fight with him, and keep my Honour ſafe. 
Af dt. 
ll Pm i impatient, Sir, to be diſcounting 227 
The mighty Debt I owe you ; command me quickly— 
Ant. 1 have a Quarrel with a Rival, Sir, 
© About the Maid we love. 
Belo. Death, tis Florida he means= - 
That Thought Goftrovs my Reaſon, and 1 1177 
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Ant. My Rival, Sir, tt | 
Is one has all the Virtues Man can boaſt of. | 

Belv. Death! Who ſhould this be? 415 

Ant. He challeng d me to meet him on the Mo 
As ſoon as Day appear d; but laſt Night's Quarrel 
Has made my Arm unfit to guide a Sword. 

Belv. I apprehend you, Sir, you'd have me kill the Man 
That lays a Claim to the Maid you ſpeak of. 

—— PI dot Pl fly to do it. 

Ant. Sir, do you know her ? 

Belv. —No, Sir, but tis enough ſhe is admired by you. 

Ant. Sir, I ſhall rob you of the Glory on't, 

For you muſt fight under my Name and Dreſs. 

Belv. That Opinion muſt be ſtrangely obliging, that 
makes you think I can perſonate the brave Antonio, whem 
I can but ftrive to imitate. 

Ant. You fay too much to my Advantage. 

Come, Sir, the Day appears that calls you forth. 
Within, Sir, is the Habit. {Exit Antonio. 

Betv. Fantaſtick Fortune, thou deceitful Light, 

That cheats the wearied Traveller by Night, 
Tho on a Precipice each Step you tread, 
I am reſolv'd to follow were you lead. [Exit. 


SEN E The Mole. 


Enter Florinda and Callis in Maſques, with Stephano. 
Flor. Tm dying with my Fears, Bekvile's not coming, 
As I expetted, underneath my Window, 
Makes me believe that all thoſe Fears are true. Aſide. 
—— —Canſt thou not tell with whom my Brother fights? 
Steph. No, Madam, they were both in Maſquerade, I 


Was by when they challeng'd one another, and they had 


decided the Quarrel then, but were prevented by ſome 
Cavaliers; which made 'em put it off till now but I am 
ſure 'tis about you they fight. 

Flr. Nay, then tis with Belvile, for what other Lover 
have I that dares fight for me, except Antonio? and he is 
too much in fayour with my Brother If it be he, for 
whom ſhall I direct my Prayers to Heaven? a 

C6 Steph, 
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Steph. Madam, I muſt leave you: For if my Maſter fee 
me, I ſhall be hang'd for being your Conductor, 
eſcap d narrowly for the Excuſe I made for you laſt Night 
1th' Garden. 

Fuer. And Pll reward thee for — iden no more. 

[Exit Steph. 
Enter Don Pedro in his Maſque Habit. 
Ped. Antonid's late To-day, the Place will fill, and we 
may be prevented. [Walks about. 
for. Antonio! Sure I heard amiſs. [Afrge. 
.. Ped. But who wou'd not excuſe a happy Lover, 
When ſoft fair Arms confine the yielding Neck ; 
And the kind Whiſper languiſhingly breathes, 
Muſt you be gone ſo ſoon ? 
Sure I "had — for ever on her Boſom. 
— But ſtay, he's here. / 
Enter Belvile dreſs d in Antonio's Chthes. 

Flor. Tis not Belvile, half my Fears are vaniſh'd. 

Ped. Antonio ! 

Belo. This muſt be he. [Aſfae. 
You're early, Sir, I do not uſe to be out-done this Way. 

Ped. The Wretched, Sir, are watchful, and 'tis enough 
You have the Advantage of me in Angelica 

Belv. Angelica! Or T've miſtook ay Man! Or elf 


Antonio, 
Can he forget his Intereſt in Forinda, 


And fight for common Prize ? 222 
. Ped. Come, Sir, you know our Term 
Belv. By Heaven, not I. [ {frat 


No talking, I am ready, Sir. 
[Offers to fight, Flor. runs in. 


Pier. Oh, hold ! Whec'er you be, I do conjure you 
hold. [To Belv. 
Ped. Florinda ! 
Betv. Florinda imploring for my Rival! 
Ped. Away, this Kindneſs is unſeaſonable. 
3 they fight ; pe runs in juſt as Belv. diſ- 
arms Pedro. 


Mr. Who are you, Sir, that dare deny my Prayers ? 
Belo, 
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Belv. Thy Prayers deſtroy him; if thou wouldſt pro- 


ſerve him, 
Do that thou'rt unacquainted with, and curſe him. 
_ [She bolds bim. 
Fhr. By all you hold moſt dear, by her you love, 
I do conjure you, touch him not. 
Belv. By her I love? 
dee obey———and at your Feet reſign 
The uſeleſs Trophy of my Victory. 
[ Lays his Sword at her Feet. 
Ped Antonio, you've done enough to prove you love 
FHlorinda. 
Belv. Love Florinaa ! | 
Does Heaven love Adoration, pray: r, or Penitence? 
Love her! Here, Sir. your Sword again 
[Snatches up the Sword, and gives it him. 
Upon this Truth Pll fight my Life away. 
Ped. No, you've redeem'd my Siſter, and my Friendſhip! 
Belv. Don Pearo! 
[He gives him Flor. and pulls off his Vizard to fhew 
| his Face, and puts it on again. 
Ped. Can you reſign your Claims to other Women, 
And give your Heart intirely to Florinda ? 
Belv. Intire, as dying Saints Confeſſions are. 
I can delay my Happineſs no longer. 
This Minute let me make Florinda mine? | 
Ped. This Minute let it b-——no Time ſo proper, 
This Night my Father will arrive from Rome, 
And poſſibly — hinder what we propoſe. 
Hur. Oh Heavens! This Minute! 
| Emer Maſqueraders, and paſs 
Belv. Oh, do not 1 me! _ + Fir 
Ped. 'The Place begins to fill ; and that we may not be 
obſerv'd, do you walk off to St. Peter's Church, where I 
wil meet you, and conclude your Happineſs. 
Belv. I'll meet you there if there be no more Saints 
Churches in Naples, [ Hat. 
Flur. Oh ſtay, Sir, and recall your haſty Doom: 
Alas, I have not yet proper 'd 25mg Heart 
To entertain fo ſtrang2 a G 
Ped. 
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Ped. Away, this filly Modeſty is aſſum'd too late. 
Belp. Heaven, Madam! What do you do? 
Flor. Do! Deſpiſe the Man that lays a T'yrant's Claim 
To what he ought to conquer by Submiſſion. 
Belv. You do not know me move a little this Way. 
[Draws her afiae. 
For. Ves, you may even force me to the Altar, 
But not the holy Man that offers there 
Shall force me to be thine. 
[Pedro talks to Callis this while, 
Beto. Oh do not loſe ſo bleſt an Opportunity! 
See tis your Bel ile not Antonio, 
Whom your miſtaken Scorn and Anger ruins. 


[Pulls off bis Vizard. 
Flr. Belvile! 


Where was my Soul it cou'd not meet thy Voice, 
And take this Knowledge in ? 
LA they are talking, enter Willmore finely dreſs'd, and 
Frederick. 
- Will. No Intelligence! No News of Belvile yet well 
Raſcal in Nature——ha — I 
deceivd or is it he——— look. 
Fred. Tis he, my dear Betvi/e. 
[YVizard falls out on's Hand, runs and embraces him. 
Belv. Hell and Confuſion ſeize thee ! 
Ped. Ha! Betvile! I beg your Pardon, Sir. 
[Takes Flor. from him. 
Bab. Nay, touch her not, ſhe's mine by Conqueſt, Sir. 
I won her by my Sword. - 
Will. Did'ſt thou ſo—and Egad, Child, well keep her 
by the Sword. [Drazws an Pedro, Belv. goes betrocen. 
Belv. Stand off. 
Thou rt fo profanely leud, fo curꝰ d by Heaven, 
All Quarrels thou eſpouſeſt muſt be fatal. 
Will. Nay, and you be ſo hot, my Valour's coy, and 
ſhall be courted when you want it next. 
. [Puts up his Sword. 
Belv. You know I onght to claim a V iftor's Right, 


| [To Pedro. 
But you're the Brother to divine Florinda, 


To 
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To whom I'm ſuch a Slave——to purchaſe her, 
] durſt not hurt the Man ſhe holds fo dear. 
Ped. Twas by Antonios, not by Belvilès Sword, 
This Queſtion ſhould have been decided, Sir: 
I muſt confeſs much to your Bravery's due, 
Both now, and when I met you laſt in Arms. 
But I am nicely punctual in m an Word, 


As Men of a. ought, and beg your Pardon. 
For this Miſtake another Time ſhall clear. 


This was ſome Plot between you and Betvile: 
But I'll prevent you. [¶ Aide to Flor. as they are going out. 
[Belv. hoks after her, and begins to walk up and doen 
in a Rage. 

Will. Do not be modeſt now, and loſe the Woman: 
But if we ſhall fetch her back, fo — 

Belyv. Do not ſpeak to me. 

Mill. Not ſpeak to you !\——Egad I'll fpeak to you, 
and will be anſwered too. 

Belv. Will you, Sir? 

Will. I know I have done fome Miſchief, but Pm ſo dull 
a Puppy, that I am the Son of a Whore, if I know how, 
or where——prithee inform my Underſtanding. _— 

Belv. Leave me I fay, and leave me inſtantly. 

Will. I will not leave you in this Humour, nor till I 
know my Crime. 

Belv. Death, I'Il tell you, Si 

[Draws and runs at Will. he runs out ; Belv. after 
him, Fred. inter poſes. 
Enter Angelica, Moretta, and Sebaftian. 

Ang. Ha———Scbaſtian———ts not that Wa 
haſte, haſte, and bring him back. 

Fred. The ColonePs mad -I never faw him thus "4 
fore; PH after him leſt he do ſome Miſchie for I am 
fure Villnore will not draw on him. Exit. 

Ang. I am all Rage! My firſt Defires defeated for one, 
for ought he knows, that has no other Merit than her Qua- 
lity.— her being Don Paros Sifter——He loves her: 
I know "tis fo———dul!l, dull, inſenſible 
He will not fee me now: tho? oft invited; 

And broke his Word laſt Night=—falſe perfur'd Man! 


— 11e 
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Ie that but Yeſterday fought for my Favours, 
And would have made his Life a Sacrifice 

To' ve gain d one Night with me, © 

Muſt now be hired and courted to my Arms. 

Meret. I told you what wou d come on't, but Moretta's 
an old doating Fool Why did you give him five 
hundred Crowns, but to ſet himſelf out for other Lovers? 
You ſhou'd have kept him poor, if you had meant to have 
had any Good from him. 

Oh, name not ſuch mean Trifles 

Had I given him all my Youth has earn earn'd from Sin, 
I had not loft a Thought nor Sigh upon't ; 
But I have given him my eternal Reft, 
My whole Repoſe, my future Joys, my Heart, 
My Virgin Heart: Moretta! Oh, tis gone! 

Moret. Curſe on him, here he comes; 
How fine ſhe has made him too 

Exter Willmore and Sebaſt. Ang. turns and walks away. 

Will. How now, turn'd Shadow ? 

Fly when I purſue, and follow when I fly ! 


Stay, gentle Shadow of my Dave, [Sings. 
And tell me ere I go, 

aber the Subſtance may not prove 

A fleeting Thing like you. 


There's a ſoft kind Look ing yet. 
[.4 fbe turns foe looks on him. 


Ang. Well, Sir, you may be WY + all Happineſs, all 
Joys purſue you ſtill; Fortune's your Sla ve, and gives you 
every Hour Choice of new Heats and Beauties, till you are 
— with the repeated Bliſs, which others vainly languiſh 
| But know, falſe Man, that I ſhall be reveng'd. 

[Turns away in a Raye. 

Will. So, *gad, there are of thoſe faint-hearted Lovers, 
whom ſuch a ſharp Leſſon next their Hearts would make 
as impotent as Fourſcore——pox O this Whining——my 
Buſineſs is to laugh and love——a pox on't; I hate your 
ſullen Lover, a Man ſhall loſe as much Time to put you 
in Humour now, as would ſerve to gain a new Woman. 


Or 
ha 
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Ang. I ſcom to cool that Fire I cannot raiſe, 

Or do the Drudgery of your virtuous Miſtreſs. 

Will. A virtuous Miſtreſs! Death, what a Thing thou 
haſt found out for me! Why, what the Devil ſhould I do 
with a virtuous Woman ?——A Sort of ill-natur'd Crea- 
tures, that take a Pride to torment a Lover. Virtue is but 
an Infirmity in Women, a Diſeaſe that renders even the 
handſome ungrateful ; whilſt the ill-favour'd, for want of 
Solicitations and Addreſs, only fancy themſelves fo 
I have laid with a Woman of Quality, who has all the 
while been railing at Whores. 

. I will not anſwer for your Miſtreſs's Virtue, 
Tho ſhe be young enough to know no Guilt : 

And I could wiſh you would perſuade my Heart, 

Twas the two hundred thouſand Crowns you courted. 
Mill. Two hundred thouſand Crowns! What Story's 
this ?——What Trick? What Woman ?——Ha ? 

Ang. How ſtrange you make it! Have you forgot the 
Creature you entertain'd on the Piazza laſt Night ? 

Will. Ha, my Gipſy worth two hundred thouſand 
Crowns !-——EOh how J long to be with her Pox I 
long to be with her. [ Afiae. 

Ang. Falſe Man, I ſee my Ruin in thy Face. | 
How many Vows you breath'd upon my Boſom, 8 
Never to be unjuſt have you forgot ſo ſoon ? — 

Will. Faith no, I was juſt coming to repeat em 
but here's a Humour indeed would make a Man a 
Saint——Wou'd ſhe'd be angry enough to leave me, and 
command me not to wait on her. [ Afge. 

Enter Hellena, dre/s'd in May's Clothes. 

Hell. This muſt be Angelica, I know it by her mump- 
ing Matro———Ay, ay, tis ſhe: My mad Captain's 
with her too, for all his ſwearing how this in- 


conſtant Humour makes me love him Pray, good 

grave Gentlewoman, is not this Angelica ? | 
Meret. My too young Sir, it i. I hope tis one 

from Don Antonio. [Goes to Angelica. 


Hell. Well ſomething I'll do to ver him for this: Hic. 
Arg. I will not ſpeak with him; am I in Humour to re- 
ecive a Lover. 
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Will. Not ſpeak with him! Why I'll be gone 
and wait your idle Minutes Can I ſhew leſs Obe- 
dience to the Thing I love ſo fondly ? [Offers to go. 

An. A fine Excuſe this ſtay— 

Will. And hinder your Advantage: Should I repay 
your Bounties ſo ungratefully ? 

Ang. Come hither, Boy——that I may let you ſee 

How much above the Advantages you name 
I prize one Minute's joy with you. 

Vill. Oh, you deſtroy me with this Endearment. 

[ Inpatient to be gone. 
Death, how ſhall I get away ?—Madam, t will not 
be fit I ſhould be ſeen with you—beſides, it will not be 
convenient—end I've a Friend that's dangerouſly fick. 

Ang. 1 tee you're impatient yet you ſhall ſtay. 

Vill. And miſs my ſſignation with my Gipſy. 

[Alide, and walks about impatienthy. 
: e. Madam, maden brings Hellena, who adareſſes 
ow'll hardly pardon my Intruſion (berſelf ro Angelica. 
Wa you ſhall know my Buſineſs ; { 
And Tm too young to tell my Tale with Art: ö 
But there muſt be a wondrous Store of Goodues. 2-10] 
Where ſo much Beauty dwells, - 
Ang. A pretty Advocate, whoever ſent thee, 
Were proceed—— Nay, Sir, you ſhall not go. 
e Will. eo ig ftealing of. 
» Wall. Then ſhall I loſe my dear Gipſy for ever. 
——Pox on't, ſhe ſtays me out of Spite. 
Hell. I am related to a Lady, Madam, 
Young, rich, and nobly born, ban has the Fate 
To be in Love with a young Engliſh Gentleman. 


Strangely ſhe loves him, at firſt Sight ſhe lov'd him, 


But did adore him when ſhe heard him ſpeak ; 

For he, ſhe ſaid, had Charms in every Word, 

That faiPd not to 4 to wound, and conquer 
Will. Ha, Egad I hope this concerns me. [Afde. 
Ang, 'Tismy falſe Man, he means—wou'd he were gone. 


"This Praife will raifs bis Pride and ruin me—Well, ſince 


you-grets \mpatient to be gone, I will releaſe you, Sir. 
{To Will. 
XA Wl. 
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Mall. Nay, then Lm ſure tas me he ſpoke of, this can- 
not be the Files of Kindnefs.in her. Aide 
— — No, Madam, I've conſider d better on t, 
And will not give you Cauſe of Jealouly. 
Ang. But, Sir, „Fre. huſineſs, that — 
Will. This will not do; Iknow*tibut to try me. 
Arg. Well, to your Stotv, Boy—— ”*twill undo me. 


¶[Aiide. 
Hell. With this Addition to his other Beauties, 
He won her unreſiſting tender Heart, 
He vow'd and ſigh'd, and ſwore he lov'd her dearly; 
And ſhe believ'd the cunning Flatterer, 


And thought herſelf the happieſt Maid alive: 

Today was the appointed I ime by both, 

To conſummatè their Bliſs; + | | 

The Virgin, Altar, and the Prieſt weredreſs'd, 

And whilſt ſhe languiſh'd for the expected Bridegroom, 
She heard he paid his broken Vows to ou. 

Will. So, this is ſome dear Rogue that's in Love with me, 
and this way let's me know it 3 or if it be not me, ſhe means 
ſome one whoſe place I may ſupp] _— 2 

Ang. Now I perceive the Cauſe of th th  Tinpatience to be 
gone, and all the Buſineſs of this glorious "res | 
Vill. Damn the young Prater, I know not what he 
means. 

Hell. Madam, 

In your fair Eyes I read too much concern 

To tell my farther Buſineſs. 

- Ang. Prithee, fweet Youth talk on, „ thou may'ſ perhaps 
Raiſe here a Storm that may undo my Paſſion, 

And then Þ'l! grant thee any Thing. 

Hell. Madam, tis to intreat you (Oh arreatonalis 1 

You wou'd ndt ſee this Stranger; 

For if you do, ſhe vows you are undone, 

Tho Nature never made a Man ſo excellent; 

And ſure he'd been a God, but for Inconſtancy. ; 

Will Ah, Rogue, how finely he's inftrudted ! [Af4e. 
is plain, ſome Woman that has ſeen me en paſſat. 

Ang. Oh, I ſhall burſtwith Jealouſy ! Do you know the 


Mag yougget of? — 
Hell. 


* 
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Hell. Yes, Madam, he us d to be in Buff and Scarlet. 


Arg. Thou, falſe as Hell, what canſt thou fay to this? | 


| [To Will. 

Will. By Heaven | 

An. Hold, do not damn Wer- 
Hell. Nor hope to be believ'd. 


He walks about, 
Ang. Oh, perjur'd Man ! 8 ä 


* thus you pay my generous Paſſion back? 

4 Why — you, Sir, tee 
= And uſe me f inh | 
Hell. A Maid ſo young, 1 
Will. Ah, young Devil! 

Ang. Doſt chou not know thy Life is in my Power? 
Hell. Or think my Lady cannot be reveng d? 
Will. So, ſo, — Storm comes finely on. [ Afide. 
A. Now thou art filent, Guilt has ftruck thee Dumb. 
Oh, had thou been fo, OBA 
turns away and weeps. 


Will. Sweetheart, the Lady Ns and Houſe——— 


patient to bewith her— 


Pm im 
8 


ing; and as ſbe comes towards him, he meets her. 

. | Hell. So now he is for another Woman. [Aldi. 

Will. The impudent ſt young Thing in Nature ! x 
I cannot perſuade him out of his Error, Madam. 

Ang. I know he's in the Right—Yet thou'ſt a Tongue 
hows: wou'd perſuade him to deny his Faith. 

[ In Rage walks away. 

Will. Her Name, her Name, dear Boy-—{Said '/o 151 to 

Hell. Have you forgot it, Sir? 

Will, Oh, I perceive he's not to know I am a — 
to his Lady. 222 
—Yes, yes, I do know—but— I have forgot 


[ Ang. turns. 
m——Þy Heaven, ſuch early Confidence I never ſaw. 
Arg. Did I not charge you with this Miſtreſs, t 
Which you denied, tho I beheld your Perjury. 
This little Generoſity of thine has render'd r my Hear 


W; 
. 


lena, labs towards Ang. to watch ber turn- 
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Vill. So, you have made ſweet Work here, my little 
Miſchief; look your Lady be kind and good - natur d 


now, or J ſhall have but a curſed Bargain on't. | 
[Ang. turns toward: them. 


he Rogue's bred up to Miſchief, 
Art thou fo great a Fool to credit him? 

Ves, I do; and you in vain impoſe upon me 
Come hither, Boy Is not this he you ſpeak of ? 

Hell. I thin it is; I cannot ſwear, but I vow he 
has juſt ſuch another lying Lover's Look. | 

[ Hell. vat in his Face, he gaxes on ber. 

Will. Hah, do I not know that Face ?——- . 

By Heaven, my little Gipſy ! What a dull Dog was I ? 
Had I but look'd that Way, I'd known her. 

Are all my Hopes of a new Woman baniſh'd? [ Hide. 
Egad, if I don't fit thee for this, hang me. 

———— Madam, I have found out the Plot. | 

Hell. O Lord, what does he fay ? Am I diſcoverd 
now ? | 

Will. Do you ſee this young Spark here? 

Hell. He'll tell her who I am. | 

Will. Who do you think this is? 

Hell. Ay, ay, he does know me Nay, dear 
Captain, I'm undone if you diſcover me. 

I. Nay, nay, no cogging ; ſhe ſhall know what 8 
precious Mi have. | 
Hell. Will you be ſuch a Devil. 

Will. Nay, nay, Pll teach you to ſpoil Sport you will 
not make This ſmall Ambaſſador comes not from a 
Perſon of G0: as you imagine, and he fays ; but from 
a very errant Gipſy, the talkingſt, pratingſt, cantingſt lit- 
tle Animal thou ver fv ft | ep IR 

Ang. What news you tell me ! that's the Thing I mean. 

Hell. Wou'd I were well off the Place If ever I go « 
Captain-hunting again | LAAde. 

Will. Mean that Thing ? that Gipſy Thing? thou may'ſt 
as well be jealous of thy Monkey, or Parrot as her ; a Ger- 
man Motion were worth a Dozen of her, and a Dream 
werea better Enjoyment, a Creature of a Conſtitution fit- 
ter for Heaven than Man. | 


—— — 2 nn - * * 
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- Hell. Tho I am ſure he lie, yet this vexes me. ¶ Aid: 

Ang. Lou are miltaken, ſhe's a Snaniſb Woman made 
up of no ſuch dull Materials. 

Hill. Materials! Egad, an ſhe be made of any that will 
either diſpenſe, or admit of Love, I'll be bound to Con- 


tinence. 


Hell. Unreaſonable Man, do you think ſo ? 
Alas to him. 


al. You may return, my little Brazen Head, and tell 
your Lady, that till ſhe be handſome enough to be belov'd, 


or I dull enough to be religious, there will be but ſmall 


Hopes of me. 

* Did you not promiſe then to marry her? 

Wi J. Not I, by Heaven. 

Ang. You cannot undeceive my Fears and Torments, till 
you have vow'd you will not marry her. 

Hell. If he ſwears that, he'll be reveng'd on me indeed 
for all my Rogueries. 

Ang. I know what Arguments you vl bring againſt me, 
Fortune and Honour. | 

Will. Honour! I tell you, I hate it in your Sex; and 
thoſe that fancy themſelves poſſeſt of that Foppery, are the 
moſt impertinently troubleſome of all Woman-kind, and 

will tranſgreſs nine Commandments to keep one: And to 
| your Jealouſy I ſwear- — 
J. Oh, no ſwearing, dear Captaln——<\ 44 fo him. 

Mill. If it were poſſible I ſhould ever be inclin'd to 
marry, it ſhould be ſome kind young Sinner, one that has 
Generofity enough to give a Favour handſomely to one that 
can aſk it diſcreetly ; one that has Wit enough to manage 
an Intrigue of Love————Oh, how civil ſuch a Wench 
is, to a Man that does her the Honour to marry her. 

Ang. By Heaven there's no Faith in any Thing he ſays. 

Enter Sebaſtian. 

* Sebaſt. Madam, Don Antonio 

Ang. Come hither. 

Hell. Ha, Antonio ! He may be coming hither, and he'll 
certainly. diſcover me, I'll therefore retire without Cere- 
mony. [Exit. Hellena. 

Arg. Tl fee him, get my Coach ready. | 

Sebaft. 


chief as we, ſhe'll fare but ill elſe I doubt. 
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| $ebaft; It waits you, Madam. | | 
Will: This is lucky: What, Madam, now I may be 
gone and leave youto the Enjoyment of my Rival ? 
Ang. Dull Man, thou canſt not ſee how ill, how poor 
That ſmall Diſſimulation look Be gone, 
And never let me ſee thy cozening Face again, 
Leſt I relapſe and kill thee. 
Will. Yes, you can ſpare me now—Parewell till you 


are in better Humour——Pm glad of this Releaſ 


Now for my Gipſy : | 
For tho to worſe we change, yet ſtill we find 
New Joys, new charms, in a new Miſs that's kind. 
[Ex. Will. 
Ang. He's gone, and in this Ague of my Soul 
The ſhivering Fit returns ; 
Oh with what willing Haſte he took his leave, 
As if the long'd-for Minute were arriv'd, 
Of ſome bleſsd Afſignation. 
In vain I have conſulted all my Charms, 
In vain this Beauty priz'd, in vain believ'd 
My Eyes cou'd kindle any laſting Fires. 


- Thad forgot my Name, my Infamy, 


And the Reproach that Honour lays on thoſe 

That dare pretend a ſober Paſſion here. 

Nice Reputation, tho it leaves behind 

More Virtues than inhabit where that dwells, 

Yet that once gone, thoſe Virtues ſhine no more. 
A  — Then ſince I am not fit to be belov'd, 

J am reſolv'd to think on a Revenge 

On him that ſooth'd me thus to my undoing. [Exenat. 


ScEE III. 4 Street. 


Enter Florinda amd Valeria in Habits different from what 
they have been ſeen in. 
Flr. We're happily eſcap'd, yet I tremble ſtall. 
Val. A Lover and fear! Why I am but half a one, and 
yet I have Courage for any Attempt. Would Hella 
were here. I wou'd fain have had her as deep in this Miſ- 


Fur. 


Fer. She pretended a Viſit to the Augufine Nuns, but I 
believe ſome other Deſign carried her out, pray Heaven 
we light on her. 

— —Prithee what didſt do with Calli? 

Val. When I ſaw no Reaſon wou'd do good on her, I 
8 her into the Wardrobe, and as ſhe was looking 

r ſomething in a great Cheſt, I tumbled her in by the 
Heels, inatch'd the Key of the Apartment where you 
were confin'd, lock d her in, and left her bauling for Help. 

Flor. Tis well, you reolve to follow my Fortunes, for 
thou dareſt never appear at home again after ſuch an 
Action. 

Val. That's according as the young Stranger and I ſhall 
But to our Buſineſ 1 deliver'd your 
Letter, your Note to Belvilt, when I got out under Pre- 
tence of going to Maſs, I found him at his Lodging, and 
believe me it came ſeaſonably; for never was Man in fo 
deſparate a Condition. I told him of your Reſolution of 
making your Eſcape To-day, if your Brother would be 
abſent long enough to permit you ; if not, die rather than 
be Antonio's. 

Flr. Thou ſhou'dit have told him I was confin'd to my 
Chamber upon my Brother's Suſpicion, that the Buſineſs 
on the Mole was a Plot laid between him and I. 

Val. I faid all this, and told him your Brother was now 
gone to his Devotion, and he reſolves to viſit every Church 
till he finds him; and not only undeceive him in that, but 
careſs him ſo as ſhall delay his return home. 

Flr. Oh Heavens! he's here, and Beile with him too. 

| | [They put on their Vizards. 
Enter Den Pedro, Belvile, Willmore ; Belvile and Don 
Pedro ſeeming in ſerious Diſcourſe. 

Val. Walk boldly by them, I'll come at a Diſtance, 
leſt he ſuſpect us. "41 6 
[She walks by them, and looks back on them, 

Will. Ha! Woman! and of an excellent Mien 
Pied. She throws a kind Look back on you. 
Vill. Death, tis a likely Wench, and that kind Look 
mall not be caſt awa Pl follow her. * 
- . 
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* Belv. Prithee do not. g 
Mill. Do not! By Heavens to the 5 web with ſuch 


an Invitation. + [Obe goes aut, and Will. follows ber. 
Belv. Tis a mad Fellow for a Wench. 
Enter Fred. 


Fred. Oh Colonel, ſuch News! 
Belv. Prithee what? 
2 News that will make you laugh in ſpite of For- 


3 What, Blunt has had ſome damn'd Trick put up- 
on him, cheated, bang'd, or clapp'd ? 


Fred. Cheated, Sir, rarely cheated of all but his Shirt 


and Drawers; the unconſcionable Whore too turn'd him 
out before Conſummation, ſo that traverſing the Streets at 
Midnight, the Watch found him in this Freſco, and con- 
ducted him Home: By Heaven 'tis ſuch a Sight, and yet 
J durſt as well have been hang'd as laugh at him, or pity 
him; he beats all that do but ask him a Queſtion, and is 
in ſuch a Humour 
Ped. Who ist has met with this ill Uſage, Sir? 
Belv. A Friend of ours, whom you muſt ſee for Mirth's 
Sake. I'Il employ him to give Frinda Time "—" 


de. 
Ped. What is he? 
Belv. A young Countryman of- ours, one that has been 
_ educated at fo plentiful a Rate, he yet ne er knew the want 
of Money, and *twill be a great Jeſt to ſee how ſimply 
he'll look without it. For my Part I'll lend him none, and 
the Rogue knows not how to put on a borrowing Face, and 
aſk firſt, I'll let him ſee how good 'tis to play our Parts 
whilſt I play his—Prithee Fred. do you go Home and keep 
2 in that Poſture till we come. 2 [Exeunt. 
nter Florinda the farther End cene, 
— 
Flr. I am follow d ftill———hah———my Brother 
too advancing this Way, good Heavens defend me from 
being ſeen by him. {She goes off. 
Enter Willmore, and after him Valeria, at a little 
Diftance. 


Will Ah! n ſhe looks back as ſlie were 
"E "wu 


—— — — — 
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willing to be boarded, I'll warrant her Prize. 

| [He goes out, Valeria following, 

Fuer Hellena, juft as be goes out, with a Page. 
Hell. Hah, is not that . Captain that has a Woman 
in chaſe? — tis not Angelica. Boy, follow thoſe People 
at a Diſtance, and bring — Account where they go in 
P11 find his Haunts, and plague him every where, 
— b — Brother [Exit Page. 
[Belv. Will. Ped. cr9/5 the Stage: Hell. runs . 

Scene changes to anuther Street. Enter Florinda. 
Für. What ſhall I do? My Brother now purſues me. 

Will no kind Power protect me from his Tyranny ? 
-Hah, here's a Door open, I'll venture in, ſince 
nothing can be worſe than to fall into- his Hands, m ors 


nnn. nn e 


Bier Valeria, and Hellena's Page peeping after — 
Page. Here ſhe went in, I ſhall remember this Houſe. 
[Exit Bey. 
Val. This is Betvile's Lodgings; ſhe's gone in as readily 
ns if ſhe knew it————hah-———here's that mad Fellow 
again, I dare not venture in Il watch my. Opportu- 
nity. . [Goes afide. 
Enter Willmore, gazing about him. 
Vill. J have loft her hereabonts——————Pox on't ſhe 


muſt not eſcape meſo. [Goes cut. 
Scene changes to Blont's Chamber, diſeowers him fitting on a 
| Couch im hit Shirt and Drawers, 


Blum. So, now my Mind's a little at Peace, ſince I 


1 e refolv'd Revenge A Pox on this Taylor tho', for 


not bringing Home the Clothes I beſpoke 3 and a Pox of 
all poor Cavaliers, a Man can never keep a ſpare Suit for 
dem; and 'T-ſhall have theſe Rogues come in and find me 
naked, and then I'm undone; but I am reſolw'd to arm 
myſelf—the Raſcals thallnot inſult over me too much. 
[us en an oli ruſiy Sword and Belt. 

—Now, hbw like a Morrice-Dancer I am equippd—a 
fine Lady- like Whore to cheat me thus, without ing 
me a Kindneſs for my Money, a Pox light on her, I ſhall 


never 7 be reconciled to the Sex more; ſhe has made me as 
faithicis 


We Baniſtd Cavaliers. 75 


faithleſs as a Phyſician, as uncharitable as a Churchman, 
and as illnatur'd as à Poet. O how I'll uſe all Women- 
kind hereafter ! what wou'd I give to have one of em 
within my Reach now ! any mortal Thing in Petticoats, 
kind Fortune, ſend me; and Þ ll forgive thy laſt Nights 
Malice Here's a curſed Book too, (a Warning to all 
young Travellers) that can inſtruct me how to prevent 
ſuch Miſchiefs now tis too late. Well, tis a rare conveni- 
ent Thing to read a little now and then, as well as hawk 
and hunt. 7:72 [Sits dotun again and reads, 
Enter to him Florinda. | 
Flor. This Houſe is haunted ſure, tis well furniſh'd and 
no living Thing inhabits it—hah—a Man! Heavens how 
he's attir'd ! ſure tis ſome Rope-Dancer, or Fencing-Ma- 
ſter; I tremble now for Fear, and yet I muſt venture now 
to ſpeak to him-——Sir, if I may not interrupt your Me- 
ditations 10 [He ſtarts up and gaZzes. 
Blunt. Hah— whats here? Are my Wiſhes granted ? 
and is not that a ſhe Creature? Sheartlikins tis! what 
wretched Thing art thou -hah ? | | 
Flor. Charitable Sir, you've told yourſelf already what 
I am; a very wretched Maid, forc'd- by a ſtrange unlucky 
Accident to ſeek a Safety here, and mult be ruin'd if you 
do not grant it. | 
Blunt. Ruin d! Is there any Ruin fo inevitable as that 
which now threatens . thee ? Dot thou know, miſerable 
Woman, into what Den of Miſchief thou art faln ? 
what a BliG of Confuſion ? hah——doſt not ſee ſome- 
thing in my Looks that frights thy guilty Soul, and makes 
thee wiſh to change that Shape of Woman for any humble 
Animal, or Devil? for thoſe were fafer for thee and leſs 
miſchievous, N 1 5 JE 
Hur. Alas, what mean you, Sir? I muſt confeſs your 
Looks have ſomething in em makes me fear ; but I beigech 
you, as you ſeem a: Gentleman, pity a harmleſs Virgin, 
that takes your Houſe for Sanctuary. | dt 
Blunt. Talk on, talk on, and weep too, till my Faith 
return. Do, flatter me out of my Senſes again————a 
harmleſs Virgin with a Pox, as much one as Fother, 
badi, Why, what the Devil can I vat be ff in 
(af | 2 n 


— 
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my Houſe for you? not in my Chamber? nay, even be- 
ing naked too cannot ſecure me. Tbis is an Impudence 
greater than has invaded me yet.— Come, no Reſiſtance. 
| X [Pulls her rudehy. 

Flr. Dare you be ſo cruel ? 

Blunt. Cruel, Sheartlikins as a Galley-ſlave, or a Spa- 
niſb Whore : Cruel, yes, I will kiſs and beat thee all over; 
kiſs and ſee thee all over; thou ſhalt lie with me too, not 
that I care for the Enjoyment, but to let you fee I have 
ta en deliberate Malice to thee, and will be reveng'd on 
one Whore for the Sins of another; I will ſmile and de- 
ceive thee, flatter thee, and beat thee, kiſs and ſwear, 
and lye to thee, embrace thee and rob thee, as ſhe did 
me, fawn on thee, and ſtrip thee ſtark naked, then hang 
thee out at my Window. by the Heels, with a Paper of 
ſcurvy Verſes d to thy Breaſt, in praiſe of damnable 
Women Come, come along. 

Fhr. Alas, Sir, muſt I be facrificed for the Crimes of 
the moſt Infamous of my Sex ? I never underſtood the 
Sins you name. 

Blunt. Do, perſwade the Fool you love him, or that 
one of you can be juſt or honeſt; tell me I was not an 
eaſy Coxcomb, or any ſtrange impoſſible Tale; it will be 
believ'd ſooner than thy falſe Showers or Proteſtations. 
A Generation of damn'd Hypocrites, to flatter my very 
Clothes from my Back! diſſembling Witches! are theſe 
the Returns you make an honeſt Gentleman that truſts, 
believes, and loves you! But if I be not even with 
yJol—— Come along, or I ſhall 


| [Pulls her again. 
Enter Frederick. 

Fred. Ha, what's here to do? 

Blunt. Sheartlikins, Fred. I am glad thou art come, to 
be a Witneſs of my dire Revenge. | 

Fred. What's this a Perſon of Quality too, who is 
upon the Ramble to ſupply the Defects of ſome grave im- 
potent Huſband ? 

Blunt. No, this has another Pretence, ſome very un - 
fortunate Accident brought her hither, to fave a Lig. pur- 
ſued by I know not who, or why, and forc'd to take 

of te | Sanctuary 
7 
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Sanctuary here at Fool's Haven. Sheartlikins, to me of 
all Mankind for Protection? Is the Af to be cajol'd again 
think ye? No, young One, no Prayers or Tears ſhall 
mitigate my Rage; therefore prepare for both my Pleaſure 
of Enjoyment and Revenge, for I am reſolv'd to make 
up my Loſs here on thy Body, Il take it out in Kindneſs 
and in Beating. | 

Fred. Now Miſtreſs of mine, what do you think of this? 

Flor. I think he will not—dares not be fo barbarous. 

Fred. Have a Care, Blunt, ſhe fetch'd a deep Sigh, ſhe 
js enamour'd with thy Shirt and Drawers, ſhe'l} ſtrip thee 
even of that. There are of her Calling ſuch unconſcion- 
able Baggages, and ſuch dextrous Thieves, they'll flea a 
Man, and he ſhall ne'er miſs his Skin 'till he feels the Cold. 
There was a Country-man of ours robb'd of a Row of 
Teeth whilſt he was ſleeping, which the Jilt made him 
buy again when he awak'd——You ſee, Lady, how little 
Reaſon we have to truſt you. 

Blunt. Sheartlikins, why, this is moſt abominable. 

Fur. Some ſuch Devils there may be, but by all that's 
Holy I am none ſuch, I entered here to ſave a Life in 
danger. 

Blunt. For no goodneſs I'll warrant her. 

Fred. Faith, Damſel, you had &'en confeſs the plain 
Truth, for we are Fellows not to be caught twice in the 
ſame Trap: Look on the Wreck, a tight Veſſel when he 
ſet out of Haven, well trimm'd and laden, and fee how a 
Female Piccaroon of this Iſland of Rogues has ſhatter'd 
him, and canſt thou hope for any Mercy ? 

Blunt. No, no, Gentlewoman, come along, Sheart- 
likins we muſt be better acquainted we'll both lie 
with her, and then let me alone to bang her. 

Fred. I am ready to ſerve you in Matters of Revenge, 
that has a double Pleaſure in't. 

Blunt. Well ſaid. You hear, little One, how you are 
condemn'd by publick Vote to the Bed within, there's no 
reſiſting your Deſtiny, Sweetheart. [Pulls her. 

Flor. Stay, Sir, I have ſeen you with Belvile, an Eng- 
4% Cavalier, for his Sake uſe me kindly ; you know how, 


Sir. 
D 3 Blunt. 
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Blum. Befvile! why, yes, Sweeting, we do know 
Belvile, and wiſh he were with us now; he's a Cormo- 
rant at Whore and Bacon, he'd have a Limb or two of 
thee, my Virgin Pullet ; but "tis no matter, we'll leave 
him the Bones to pick. ' 

For. Sir, if you you have any Eſteem for that Betvile, I 
conjure you to treat me with more Gentleneſs; hel! thank 
you for the Juſtice. 7 

Fred. Hark ye, Blunt, I doubt we are miſtaken in this 
Matter. 

Flor. Sir, if you find me not worth Belvilès Care, uſe 
me as you pleaſe; and that you may think I merit better 
Treatment than you threaten pray take this Preſent— 

[Gives him a Ring: He looks on it. 
Bum. Hum — A Diamond! why, 'tis a wonderful Vir- 
tue now that lies in this Ring, a mollify ing Virtue; Sheart- 
likins there's more perſuaſive Rhetorick in't than all her 
Sex can utter. N 
_ Fred. I begin to ſuſpect ſomething; and *twou'd anger 
us vilely to be truſs d oy for a Rape upon a Maid of Qua- 
Iny, when we only believe we ruffle a Harlot. 

Blunt. Thou art a credulous Fellow, but *Sheartlikins I 
have no Faith yet; why, my Saint prattled as parlouſly 
as this does, ſhe gave me a Bracelet too, a Devil on her; 
but J ſent my Man to ſell it To-day for Neceſſaries, and 
it prov'd as counterfeit as her Vows of Love. 

Fred. However, let it reprieve her till we ſee Belvil. 

Blunt. That's hard, yet J will grant it. 

95 Enter a Servant. 

Serv, Oh, Sir, the Colonel is juſt come with his new 
Friend and a Spaniard of Quality, and talks of having 
you to Dinner with em. 

Blunt. Sheartlikins, I'm undone——I would not ſee 
'em for the World: Hark ye, Fred. lock up the Wench 
in your Chamber. 

Fred. Fear nothing, Madam, whatever he threatens, 
you're fafe whilſt in my Hands. [Ex. Fred. and Flor. 
Bunt. And Sirrah—upon your Lite, ſay I am not at 
Home or that I am Aſleep—ot—or any Thing—away— 
TIl prevent their coming this Way. ¶ Locks the Door and Ex. 


ACT 


ACT v. So EY I. 
Blunt's Room, 
After a great knocking at bis Chamber-door, enter Blunt 


foftly, croffing the Stage in his Shirt and Drawers, 4s 
before. | 


ED, Ned Blunt, Ned Blunt. [Call within. 
RES Blunt. The Rogues are up in Arms, 
['@ 'Sheartlikins, this villangus Frederick has 
EG S289 betray'd me, they have heard of my 
KCASTES bleed Fortune. 61 
e 2 Ned Blunt, Ned, Nd 
[ And knocking within. 
Belv. Why, he's dead, Sir, without diſpute dead, he has 
not been ſeen To- day; let's break open the Door- = 
' here——————ÞBoy 
Blunt. Ha, break open the Door ! Sheartlikins that 
mad Fellow will be as good as his Word. 
Belv. Boy, bring ſomething to force the Door. 
LA great Noiſe within at the Door again. 
Blunt. So, now muſt I ſpeak in my own Defence, I'I 
try what Rhetorick will do——hold————hold, what 
do you mean, Gentlemen, what do you mean? | 
Belo Oh Rogue, art alive? Prithee open the- Door, 


and convince us. 
Blunt. Yes, I am alive, Gentlemen but at preſent a 


little buſy. 
Betv. How! Blunt grown a Man of Buſineſs! Come, 
come, open, and let's ſee this Miracle. Within. 


Blunt. No, no, no, no, Gentlemen, *tis no great Bu- 
finef——but——I am——at——my Devotion, 


Sheartlikins, will you not allow a Man time to pray? 
D 4 Beto, 


—— 2 2— —ͤ—ũ—— — 
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Belv. Tarn'd religious! A greater Wonder than the 
firſt, therefore open quickly, or we ſhall unhinge, we 


mall. [Witbin. 


Blunt. This won't do————Why, hark ye, Colonel; 
to tell you the plain Truth, I am about a neceſſary Affair 
of Liſe I have a Wench with me you apprehend 
me. The Devil's in't if they be ſo uncivil as to diſturb 
me now. 3 

Will. How, a Wench! Nay, then we muſt enter and 
partake ; no Reſiſtance,— unleſs it be your Lady of 
Quality, and then we'll keep our diſtance. 

* Blunt. So, the Buſineſs is out. 

Will. Come, come, lend more Hands to the Door, — 

now heave altogether——ſo, well done, my Boy 

(Break open the Deor. 

Enter Belvile, Willmore, Fred. and Pedro: Blunt Vat, 

fumply, they all laugh at him, he lays his Hand on his 
Szoord, and comes up to Willmore. 

Blunt. Hark ye, Sir, laugh out your Laugh quickly, 
d'ye hear, and be gone, I ſhall ſpoil your Sport elſe ; 
*Sheartlikins, Sir, I ſhall——the Jeſt has been carried on 
too long, —a Plague upon my Taylor [[Aſide. 

Will. Sdeath, how the Whore has dreſs'd him! Faith, 
Sir, I'm ſorry. 

Blunt. Are you ſo, Sir? Keep't to yourſelf then, Sir, I 
adviſe you, d'ye hear? For I can as little endure your Pity 
as his Mirth. | [ Lays his Hand ons Sword. 
_ Belv. Indeed, Willmore, thou wert a little too rough 
with Ned Blunt's Miſtreſs ; call a Perſon of Quality Whore, 
and one ſo young, ſo handſome, and fo eloquent Ha, 

ha ä 


Blunt. Hark ye, Sir, you know me, and know I can 
be angry; have a Care——— for Sheartlikins I can fight 
too -I can Sir. do you mark me mo more. 

Belv. Why ſo peeviſh, good Ned? Some Diſappoint- 
ments, I'Il warrant -What! Did the jealous Count 
her Huſband return juſt in the nick ? 

Blunt. Or the Devil, Sir, —d'ye laugh? [They laugb.] 


Look ye, ſettle me a good ſober Countenance, and that 


quickly too, or you ſhall know Ned Blunt is no. 55 
4 F * 
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Belv. Not every Body, we know that. 

Blunt. Not an Af to be laugh'd at, Sir. 

Belv. Unconſcionable Sinner, to bring a Lover ſo near 
his Happineſs, a vigorous paſſionate Lover, and then not 
only cheat him of his Moveables, but his Deſires too. 

Belv. Ah, Sir, a Miſtreſs is a Trifle with Blunt, he'll 
have a dozen the next time he looks abroad, his Eyes 
have Charms not to be reſiſted : There needs no more than 
to expoſe that taking Perſon to the view of the Fair, and 
he leads em all in Triumph. 

Ped. Sir, tho Tm a Sranger to you, I'm aſham'd at 
the rudeneſs of my Nation ; and could you learn who did 
it, would aſſiſt you to make an Example of em. 

Blunt. Why, ay, there's one ſpeaks ſenſe now, and 
handſomely ; and let me tell you, Gentlemen, I ſhould not 
have ſhew'd myſelf a Jack-Pudding, thus to have made 
you Mirth, but that I have Revenge within my Powes ; 
for know, I have got into my poſſeſhon a Female, who 
had better have fallen under any Curſe, than the Ruin L 
deſign her: *Sheartlikins, ſhe aſſaulted me here in my own 
Lodgings, and had doubtleſs committed a Rape upon me, 
had not this Sword defended me. 

Fred. I know not that, but o my Conſcience thou hadſt 
raviſh'd her, had ſhe not redeem'd herſelf with a Ring— 


let's ſee't Blunt. [Blunt ſberos the Ring. 
Belv. Hah ! the Ring I gave Florinda when we 

ex d our Vows! hark ye Bunt 
| TGoes to whiſper to him. 


Will. No whiſpering, good Colonel, there's a Woman 
in the caſe, no whiſpering. 

Bekv. Hark ye, Fool, be advis d, and conceal both the 
Ring and the Story, for your Reputation's fake ; dont 
let People know what deſpis d Cullies we Exgliſ are: To 
be cheated and abus'd by one Whore, and another rather 
bribe thee than be kind to thee, is an Infamy to our 
Nation. 

Will. Come, come, where's the Wench ? we'll ſee her, 
let her be what ſhe will, we'll ſee her. | 

Ped. Ay, ay, let us ſee her, I can ſoon diſcover whe- 
ther ſhe be of Quality, or for your Diverſion. 

| D 5 Blunt. 
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Blunt. She's in Fred's Cuſtody. 
Will. Come; come, the Rey. 
| [To Fred. who gives him the Key, thy or going. 
Belv. Death! What mal I do: Stay tlemen, 
— if I hinder em, I ſhall diſcover al hold, 


lers go one at once give me the Key. 
Will. Nay, hold there, Colonel, T Il go firſt 


Fred. Nay, no Diſpute, Ned and I have the Property 


of her. 
Mill. Damn Property then we'll draw Cuts. 
[Belv. goes to whiſper Will. 

Nay, tio Corruption, good Colonel : Come, the longeſt 
Sword 115 her 
| ey all drato, for, Fa getting Don Pedro being a Spa- 
8 295 had the longeſt. 

Blunt. I yield up my Intereſt to you, Gentlemen, and 
that will be Revenge ſufficient. _ 

Will. The Wench is you. 9 Ped.] Pox of 
his Toledo, I had forgot that. 

Fred. Come, Sir, I'll conduct you to the Lady. 

[Ex. Fred. TA Ped. 

Belv. To hinder him will certainly diſcover [Hide] 
Doſt know, dull Beaſt, what e thou haſt PL 
7 [Will. walking up and down out fn. 
Nil. Ay, ay, to truſt our Fortune to Lots, a Devil on't, 
*twas madneſs, that's the Truth on't, 

Bk. Oh intolerable St/ 
Enter Florinda, running maſqued, Pedro hs her, Will- 
| more gazing round her. 


Flr. Good Heaven, defend me from dicovery. 272 


| Ped. Tis but in vain to fly me, you are len to my 


Bel. Sure the is undiſcoverd yet, but now I fear there 
38 no way to bring her off. 

Will. Why, what a Pox is not this tny Wotnan, the 
fame I follow'd but now ? 

| ed. talking to Florinda, who walks up and * 

Ped. As if I did not know ye, and your Buſineſs here. 
Fur. Good Heaven! I fear be does indeed Lidl. 


Ped, 


— 72 
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Ped. Come, pray be kind, I know you meant to be 
ſo when you enter'd here, for theſe are proper Gentle- 
men. 

Will. But, Sir perhaps the Lady will not be 

impos d upon, ſhe'll chooſe her Man. 

Ped. I am better bred, than not to leave her Choice 


free. 

Enter Valeria, and is ſarpriz'd at the Sight of Don Pedro. 
Val. Don Pedro here! There's no avoiding him. [Afde. 
Flor. Valeria! Then I'm undone — ee. 
Val. Oh! Have J found you, Sir 

[To Padre, ram running to him, 
— ſtrangeſt Accident——if I had breath to 
tell it. 

Ped. Speax is Forinda ſafe ? Hellena well? 

Val. Ay, ay, Sir——F/orinda——is ſafe from w7 
Fears of you. 

Ped. Why, where's Fhrinda p ſpeak. 

Val. Ay, where indeed, Sir? I wiſh I could inforts you. 
nat to hold you no longer in doubt= 

Fur. Oh, what will ſhe fay ? | [Af#de. 

Val. She's fled away in the Habit of one of her Pages, 
Sir but Callis thinks you may retrieve her yet, if _ 
make haſte away ; ſhe'll tell you, Sir, the reſt. 
you can find her out. Tat. 

Ped. Diſhonourable Girl, ſhe has undone my _ 
Sir—you ſee my neceſſity of leaving you, and I hope yo 
pardon it: My Siſter, I know, will gake her Flight to = 
and if ſhe do, I ſhall expect ſhe ſhould' be render d back. 

Bew. 1 ſhall conſult my Love and Honour, Sir. | 
[Ex. el. 
Eur. My dear Preſerver, let me embrace the. 


t . 

Will. What the Devil's all this? ! 
Blunt. Myſtery by this Light. 

Vat. Come, come, -make haſte and get joins) mar- 
he ne 4 for n_ Brother will return again. 8 

I am fo ſurpriz d with Fears and Joys, fo ena 

to find you here 1 1 „I can ſcarce perſuade my Heart 

into a Faith of what I ſee 
D 6 Wil. 
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And with it give your Pardon too. 


Val. She ſhou'd be ſorry then, and not like you half 
ſo well, and I ſhou'd be loth to break my Word with you; 
which was, That if your Friend and mine are agreed, it 
ſhou d be a Match between you and I. 

9 [She gives bim her Hand. 


Fred. 


B 


Will. Hark ye, Colonel, is this that Miſtreſs who has coſt 


you ſo many Sighs, and me ſo many Quarrels with you? 


Betv. It Pray give him the Honour of your Hand. 


| e [To Flor. 
Mill. Thus it muſt be receiv'd then. | 
[Kineels and kiſſes her Hand. 


Flor. The Friend to Belvile may command me any 
Thing. 9 
Will. Death, wou'd I might, tis a ſurprizing Beauty. 
| | DLAlide. 
Belv. Boy, run and fetch a Father inſtantly. [Ex. Boy. 
Fred. So, now do I ſtand like a Dog, and have not a 
Syllable to plead my own Cauſe with: By this Hand, Ma- 
dam, I was never thoroughly 3 before, nor ſhall 
I ever. more dare look up with Confidence, till you are 
pleaſed to pardon me. | 
Hur. Sir, I'll be reconcil'd to you on one Condition, 
that you'll follow the Example of your Friend, in marry- 
ing a Maid that does not hate you, and whoſe Fortune (I 


. believe) will not be unwelcome to you. 


Fred. Madam, had I no Inclination that way, I ſhou'd 
— your kind Commands. 

eld. Who, Fred. marry ? He has ſo few Inclinations 

for Womankind, that had he been poſleſs'd of Paradiſe, he 


might have-coritinu'd there to this Day, if no Crime but 


Love cou d have diſinherited him. 
Fred. Oh, I do not uſe to boaſt of my Intrigues. 
Belv. Boaſt! Why thou do'ſt nothing but boaſt ; and 


J dare ſwear, wer't thou as innocent from the Sin of the 


Grape, as thou art from the Apple, thou might'ſt yet 


claim that Right in Eden which our firſt Parents loſt by too 


much loving. 


Fred. I wiſh this Lady would think me ſo modeſt a 
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Fred. Bear Witneſs, Colonel, tis a Bargain. | | 
[Ves ber Hand. 

Blunt. J have a Pardon to beg too; but Sheartlikins I 
am fo out of Countenance, that I am a Dog if I can fay 
any Thing to the Purpoſe. [To Florinda. 

Flor. Sir, I heartily forgive you all. 

Blunt. That's nobly faid, fweet Lady —— ——Betvile, 
prithee preſent her her Ring again, for I find I have not 
Courage to approach her myſelf. | 

[Gives him the Ring, be gives it to Florinda. 
Enter Boy. | | 

Bey. Sir, I have brought the Father that you ſent for. 

Belo. Tis well, and now my dear Florinda, let's fly 
compleat that mighty Joy we have ſo long wiſh'd 


ſigh'd for Come, Fred. you'll follow. | 
Fred. Your Example Sir, twas ever my Ambition in 
War, and mult be fo in Love. 
Will. And muſt not I fee this juggling Knot ty'd ? 
Belv. No, thou ſhalt do us better Service, and be our 
Guard, leſt Don Pedros ſudden Return interrupt the Ce- 
remony. N 
Will. Content; I'll ſecure this Paſs. 
[Ex. Belv. Flor. Fred. and Val. 
520 Enter Boy. | 
Bey. Sir, there's a Lady without wou'd ſpeak to you. 
[To Will. 
Will. Conduct her in, I dare not quit my Poſt. 
Bey. And, Sir, your Taylor waits you in your Chamber. 
Blunt. Some Comfort yet, I fhall not dance naked at 
— 9 [Ex. Blunt and Boy. 
er again t „ conducting in Angelica i a maſqui 
Hlabi. = Vizard. Will. runs ta her. Fry 
Will. This can be none but my pretty Gipſy——Oh, 
I ſee you can follow as well as fly Come, confeſs thy- 


ſelf the moſt malicious Devil in Nature, you think yau 


have done my Bus neſs with Angelica 
Ang. Stand off, baſe Villain, 
[She draws a Piftol and holds to his Breaft. 
Will. Hah, *tis not ſhe; Who art thou? And what's 
thy Buſineſs ? SETTING 


r rr. * ˖öð— mo Fx _ 
: 
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Ang. One thou haſt injur'd, and who comes to kill 
thee for t. 
Will. What the 2 thou mean? 
Ang. By all — mm ry pes to kill the 
12 fill the Piſtal to his Breaſt, he going back, foe 
following ſtill. | 
Will. Prithee on what Acquaintance? For I know thee 


not. 
Ang. Behold this Face!—So loſt to thy Remembrance! 
And then call all thy Sins about thy Soul. 
[Pulls off her Vixard. 


And let them die with thee. 
Will. Angelica! 
Ang. Yes, Traytor. 
Does not thy guilty Blood run ſhivering thro' thy Veins ? 
Haſt thou no Horror at this Sight, that tells thee, 
Thou haſt not long to boaſt thy ſhameful Conqueſt ? 
Will. Faith, no Child, my " Blood keeps it's old Ebbs 
and Flows ſtill, and that uſual Heat too, that cou'd oblige 
thee with a Kindnek, had I but Opportunity. 
Ang. Devil! Doſt wanton with my Fin at 
Ly Heart. 
ill Hold, dear Virago ! Hold thy Hand a little. 
n 1 am not now at Leiſure to be kill d Hold and hear me 
Death, Tthink ſhe's in Earneſt. | Lide. 
AA. Oh if I take not heed, 
My coward Heart will leave me to his 
| 22 turning e him. 
— have you, Sir, to ſay — But ſhould T hear thee, 
'Thoud'ft talk away all that's brave about me: 
[Follows him with the Piſtol to his Breaf. 
And I have vew'd thy Death, by all that's facred. 
u. Why, then there's an End of a proper handſome 
Fellow, that might have liv'd to have done good Service 
That's all I can fay to't. 
Ang. Yet -I wov'd give thee—Time forPenitence. 
[Paufing ly. 
WJ. Faith, Child, I thank God, I have ever took 
Care to lead a good, fober, hopeful Life, and am of a Re- 
ligion that teaches me to believe, I ſhall depart in m_ 


* \ 
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Hhig: So will the Devil: Tell me | | 
How many poor believing Fools thou haſt undone z 
How many Hearts thou haſt betray'd to Ruin 
Yet theſe are little Miſchiefs to the Ills 
Thou'ſt taught mine to commit: Thow'ſt taught it Love. 

Will. Fgad twas ſhreudly hurt the while. 

Ang. —Love, that has robb'd it of it's Unconcern, 
Of all that Pride that taught me how to value it, 
And in it's room a mean ſubmiſſive Paſſion was convey'd, 
That made me humbly bow, which I n&er did 
To any 'Thing but Heaven. 

— Thou, perjur'd Man, didſt this, and with thy Oaths, 
Which on thy Knees thou didſt devoutly make, 

Soften'd my yielding Heart—And chew? I was a Slave— 
Yet ſtill had been content to ve worn my Chains, 
Worn 'em with Vanity and Joy for ever, 

Hadſt thou not broke thoſe Vows that put them on. 
— 2 T'was then I was undone. 

LUA 8 *** bim wie a Piſtel ta bis 

Bre 

Will. Broke my Vows! Why where haſt thou lived ? 
Amongſt the Gods For I never heard of tnortal Many 
That has not broke a thouſand Vows. | 

Ang. Oh, Tmpudence ! 2 | 

Will. Angelita! That 2 has been too long empting, 
Not to have made a thouſand Lovers languiſh, 

Who in the amorous Favour, no doubt have fworn 
Like me; did they all die in that Faith ? Still adoring ? 
I do not think they did. 

Ang. No, faithleſs Man ; had I repaid their Vows, a as 
I did thine,” I would have kild the Ungrateful that had 
abandon'd me. 

ul. This old General has quite ſpoil'd thee, nothing 
makes a Woman ſo vain, as being flatter d; your old 
Lovers ever ſupplies the Deſects of Age, with intolerable 
Dotage, vaſt e, and that which you call Conſtancy; 
abducridatin all this to your own Merits, you domineer, 
and throw your Favours in's Teeth, upbraiding him ſtill 
with the Defects of Age, and cuckold him as often as he 
deceives your Expectations. But the gay, * 

ver, 
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Lover that brings his equal Fire, and can give you Dart 
for Dart, he'll be as nice as you ſometimes. 

Ang. All this thou'ſt made me know, for which I hate 
Had I remain'd in innocent Security, (thee. 
I ſhou'd have thought all Men were born my Slaves; 
And worn my Pow'r like Lightning in my Eyes, 

To have deſtroy'd at Pleaſure when. offended. 

hut when Love held the Mirror, the undeceiving Glaſs 
Reflected all the Weakneſs of my Soul, and made me know, 
My richeſt Treaſure being loſt, my Honour, 

All the remaining Spoil cou'd not be worth 

The Conqueror's Care or Value. 

Oh how I fell like a long worſhipp'd Idol, 
Diſcovering all the Cheat! | 

Wou'd nat the Incenſe and rich Sacrifice, 

Which blind Devotion offer'd at my Altars, 

Have falPn to thee ? EY 

Why wou'dſt thou then d my fanſy'd Pow'r? 

Will. By Heav'n thou'rt brave, and I admire thee 
I wiſh I were that dull, that conftant Thing (ſtrangely. 
Which thou wou'dſt have, and Nature never meant me: 
I muſt, like chearful Birds, fing inall Groves, 

And perch on every Bough, of 
Billing the next kind She that flies to meet me 3 
Yet after all cou'd build my Neſt with thee, 
Thither repairing when I'd lov'd my Round, 
And ſtill reſerve a tributary Flame. 
Io gain your Credit, I'll pay you back your Charity, 
And be oblig'd for nothing but for Love. 
[Offers her a Purſeof Gold. 
ng. Oh that thou were in carneft ! 
So mean a Thought of me, 
Wou d turn my Rage to Scorn, and I ſhow'd pity thee, 
And give thee Leave to live ; 
Which for the publick Safety of our Sex, 
And my own private Injuries, I dare not do. 
[Follows flilt as befare. 
Iwill no more be tempted with Replies. 
Hill. Sure 


—äũ ũ 


Ang. 


The Baniſh'd Cavaliers. 89 


Ang. Another Word will damn thee ! Te heard thee 
talk too long. 
[She follows him with a Piſtol ready to ſhoot : He retires 
ill ama l. 
Enter Don Antonio, bis Arm in a Scarf, and lays ho 
on the Piſtol. 
Ant. Ha! Angelica ! 
Ang. Antonio ! What the Devil brought thee hither ? 
Ant. Love and Curioſity, ſeeing your Coach at the Door. 
Let me diſarm you of this unbecoming Inſtrument of 
Death [Takes away the Piſtol. 
Amongſt the Number of your Slaves, was there not one 
worthy the Honour to have fought your Quarrel ? | 
bo are you, Sir, that are ſo very wretched 
To merit Death from her ? 
Will. One, Sir, that cou'd have made a better End of 
an amorous Quarrel without you, than with you. 
Ant. Sure tis ſome Rival—hah—the very Man that 
took down her Picture Veſterday the very ſame that ſet 
on me laſt Night—Bleſt Opportunity—[QOfers to ſooot him. 
Ae. Hold, you're miſtaken, Sir. 
Ant. By Heaven the very fame ! 
ir, what Pretenſions have you to this Lady? 
Will. Sir, I don't us d to be examin'd, and am ill at all 
Diſputes but this — [Drarzws, Anton. offers to ſhoot. 
Ang. Oh, hold! You ſee he's arm'd with certain Death : 
[To Will. 
Aud you, Antonio, I command you hold, 
By all the Paſſion you have ſo lately vow'd me. 
Enter Don Pedro, ' ſees Antonio, and flays. © 
Ped. Hah, Antonio! and Angelica! [fge. 
Art. When I refuſe Obedience to your Will, 
May you deſtroy me with your mortal Hate. 
By all that's Holy I adore you ſo, 
That &en my Rival, who has Charms enough 
To make him fall a Victim to my Jealouſy, 
Shall live, nay, and have leave to love on ſtill. - 


* 


Ped. What's this I hear ? [Aide 
Ang. Ah thus, twas thus he talk'd, and I believ d. 
ä [Pointing to Will. 


Antonio 
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———tonio, Veſterday, 
I'd not have ſold my Intereſt in his Heart, 
For all the Sword has won and loft in Battle. 
But now to ſhew my utmoſt of Contempt, 
I give thee Life—which if thou would'ſ preſerve, 
Live where my Eyes may never ſee thee more, 
Live to undo ſome one, whoſe Soul may prove 
So bravely conſtant to revenge my Love. 
[Goes out, Ant. follows, but Ped. pulls bim back 
Ped. Att onio=—————ſtay. 
Ant. Don Pedro— 
Ped. What Coward Fear was that prevented thee 
From meeting me this Morning on the Mole? 
nt. Meet thee ? 
Ped. Yes me; I was the Man that dard thee tot. 
Ant. Haſt thou fo often ſeen me fight in War, 
To find no better Cauſe to excuſe my Abſence ? 
I ſent my Sword and one to do thee Right, 
F wie myſelf uncapable to uſe a Sword. 
Fred. But twas Florinda's Quarrel that we fought, 
And you to ſhew how little you eſteem'd her, | 
Sent me your Rival, giving him your Intereſt. 
s But I have found the Cauſe of this Affront, 
And when I meet you fit for the Diſpute, 
I' tell you my Reſentment. 
Ant. I ſhall be ready, Sir, ere long to do you nenden. 
[Exit. Ant. 
Peg. If I cow'd find Fhrinda, now whilſt my Anger's 
high, I think I ſhou d be kind, and give her to Be/vile in 


Revenge. 


Will. Faith, Sir, I know not what you wou'd do, but 


I believe the Prieſt within has been ſo kind. 
Ped. How ! my Siſter married? 
Hill. J hope by this Time ſhe is, and bedded too, or he 
has not my Longings about him. 
Ped. Dares he do thus? Does he not fear my Pow'r ? 
Will. Faith not atall. If you will go in, and thank 
him for the Favour he has done your Siſter, ſo; if not, Sir, 
4. Power's greater in this Houſe than yours ; I have a 
damn'd ſurly Crew here, that will keep you till the next 


Tide, 


4 


2 
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Tide, and then clap you on board my Prize; my Ship lies 


but a League off the Mole, and we ſhall how your Donſhip 


4 damm d Tramontana Rover's Trick. 
| Enter Belvile. 


Belv. This Rogue's in ſome new Michie—Hob, Pe- | 


dro return d | 

Ped. Colonel Belvile, J hear you have married my Siſter 

Belv. You have heard Truth then, Sir. c 

Ped. Have I fo? Then, Sir, I wiſh you Joy. 

Belv. How ! 

Ped. By this Embrace I do, and am glad on t. 

Belo. Are you in earneſt? THY 

Ped. By our long Friendſhip hn my Obligations to 
thee, I am. The fudden Change Pl give you Reaſons 
for anon. Come lead me to my Siſter, that ſhe may know 
I now approve her Choice. ' [Exit. Belv. with Ped. 

[Will. goes to folloto them. Enter Hellena as ali" in 
Boy's Clathes, and pulls him back. 

Will.” Hal my Gipſy Now a thouſand Blefings on 
thee for this Kindneſs. Egad, Child, I was &en in Deſpair 
of ever ſeeing thee again; my F riends are all provided for 
within, each Man his kind Woman. 

Hell. Ha! J thought they had ſerv d me ſome ſuch Trick. 

Will. And I was e'en reſolv'd to go aboard, condemn 
myſelf to lone Cabin, and the Thoughts of thee. 

Hell. And cou'd you have left me behind? Wow'd you 
have been ſo I'IEnatur'd? | 

Will. Why, *twould have broke my Heart Child 
but fince we are met again, I defy foul Weather to part us. 

Hell. And wou'd you be a faithful Friend now, if a 
Maid ſhou'd truſt you. 

Will. For a Friend I cannot promiſe, thou art of a 
Form ſo excellent, a Face and Humour too good for cold 
dull Friendſhip ; I am parlouſly afraid of being in Love, 
Child, and you have not forgot how ſeverely you haveus'd 
me. 

Hell. That's all one, fuch Uſage you muſt {till look for, 
to find out all your Haunts, to rail at you to all that love 
you, *till I have made you love only me in your own De- 
tence, becauſe no body elſe wil love you. _ 

il. 
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er But haſt thou no better Quality to recommend thy- 
by? 

Hell. Faith none, Captain Why, twill be the grea- 
ter Charity to take me for thy Miſtreſs, I am a lone Child, a 
kind of Orphan Lover, and why I ſhou'd die a Maid, and 
in a Captain's Hands too, I do not underſtand, 

Vill. Egad, I was never claw'd away with Broad Sides 
from any Female before, thou haſt one Virtue I adore, Good- 
Nature ; I hate a coy demure Miſtreſs, ſhe's as troubleſome 
as a Colt, I'll break none: No, give me a mad Miſtreſs when 


mew'd, and in flying one I dare truſt upon the Wing, that 


whilſt ſhe is kind will come to the Lure. 

Hell. Nay as kind as you will, good Captain, whilſt it 
laſts, but let's loſe no Time. 

Will. My Time's as precious to me, as thine can be ; 
therefore dear Creature, fince we are ſo well agreed, let's re- 
tire to my Chamber, and if ever thou wert treated with ſuch 
ſavory Love Come My Bed's prepar'd for ſuch a 
Gueſt, all clean and ſweet as thy fair ſelf; I love to ſteal a 
Diſh and a Bottle with a Friend, and hate long Graces 
— Come let's retire and fall to. 

Hell. Tis but getting my Conſent, and the Buſineſs is 
ſoon done; but let old Gaffer Hymen and his Prieſt ſay Amen 
to't, and I dare lay my Mother's Daughter by as proper a 
Fellow as your Father's Son, without fear or bluſhing. 

Will. Hold, hold, no Bugg Words, Child ; Prieſt and 
Hymen ! Prithee add Hangman to 'em to make up the 
-Confort—No, no, we'll have no Vows but Love, Child, 
nor Witneſs but the Lover; the kind Deity injoins nought 
but Love and Enjoy. Hymen and Prieſt wait ſtill upon 
Portion and Jointure ; Love and Beauty have their own 
Ceremonies. Marriage is as certain a Bane to Love, as 
lending Money is to Friendſhip : Þ'l] neither aſk nor give 
a Vow, tho? I could be content to turn Gipſy, and become 
a Left-hand Bridegroom, to have the Pleaſure of working 
that great Miracle of making a Maid a Mother if you durſt 
venture; tis upſy Gipſy that, and if I miſs, I'll loſe my 
Labour. 

Hell. And I if you do not loſe, what ſhallIl get? A 


Cradk full of Noiſe and Miſchief, with a Pack of Repen- 
tance 
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tance -at my Back? Can you teach me to weave Incle to 
paſs my Time with? "Tis upſy Gipſy that too. 

Will. I can teach thee to weave a true Lover's Knot 
better. , 9 

Hell. So can my Dog. 

Will. Well, I ſee we are both upon our Guard, and 1 
ſee there's no way to conquer good Nature, but by y ield- 
ing here give me thy Hand — one Kiſs 
and I am thine pu — 

Hell. One Kiſs! How like my Page he ſpeaks; I am 
reſolv'd you ſhall have none, for aſking ſuch a ſneaking 
Sum—He that will be ſatisfied with one Kiſs, will never 
die of that Longing ; good Friend Single-Kiſs, is all your 
talking come to this ? A Kiſs, a Caudle! farewel 
Captain Single-Kils. [Going out, he ſtays her. 

Will. Nay, if we part fo, let me die like a Bird upon a 
Bough, at the Sheriffs Charge. By Heaven, both the An- 
dies ſhall not buy thee from me. I adore thy Humour and 
will marry thee, and we are ſo of one Humour, it muſt 


be a Bargain give me thy Hand | 
[Ves her Hand. 


And now let the blind Ones (Love and Fortune) do their 
worlt. | 

Hell. Why, God-a-mercy, Captain ! 

Mill. But hark ye——the Bargain is now made; but is 
it not fit we ſhou'd know each other's Names? That 
when we have Reaſon to curſe one another hereafter, and 
People aſk me who tis I give to the Devil, I may at leaſt 
be able to tell what Family you came of. | 

Hell. Good reaſon, Captain ; and where I have cauſe, 
(as I doubt not but I ſhall have plentiful} that I may know 
at whom to throw my Bleſſing -I beſeech ye 
your Name. | 

Will. I am card Robert the Conſtant. 

Hell. A very fine Name! pray was it your Faulkner 
or Butler that chriſten'd you? Do they not uſe to whiſtle 
when they call you ? | 

Will. IJ hope you have a better, that a Man may name 
without croſſing himſelf, you are ſo merry with mine. 
Hell. I am call'd Helena the Inconſtant. 


Enter 


\ 
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Enter Pedro, _— agrees e Ms. 761 
Ped. Hah! Hellen Fob 
n 
Hell. The very fre a my Brother! 1 now . 

our Love and Courage; ſtand to your Arms, and 
Bm bravely, or I am loſt for ever. 
Pied. What's: this I hear? falſe Girl, how came you 
hither, and what's your Buſineſs ? -Speak. 
{Goes rayghly to ber. 
Vill. Hold off, Sir, you have leave to parly only. 
{Puts himſelf between. 
Hell. I had een as good tell it, as you gueſs it. Faith 
Brother, my Buſineſs is the fame with all living Creatures 
of my Age, to love, and be loved, and here's the Man. 
| Ped. Per fid ious Maid, haſt thou deni me too, de- 
eeiv'd thyſelf and Heaven? 

f "Tis time enough to make my Peace with that: 
Be you but kind, let me alone with Heaven. 

"Ped Belvil, I did not expect this falſe Play from you, 
was t not enough you'd gain'd: Forinda-{which I pardon'd) 
but your lewd Friends too mult be inrich'd with the Spoils 
of a noble Family ? | 

Belv. Faith Sir, I am as much ſurpriz'd at this as you 
can be: Yet, Sir, my Friends are Gentlemen, and ought 
to be eſteem'd for their Misfortunes, ſince they have the 
Glory to ſuffer with the beſt of Men and Kings; tis true, 
he's a Rover of Fortune, yet a Prince aboard his little 
wooden World. 

Ped. What's this = the Maintenance of a Woman of 
her Birth and Quality ? 

Vill. Faith, Sir, 7 can boaſt. of nothing but a Sword 

which does me Right where-e er I come, and has de- 
fended a worſe Cauſe than a Woman's; and ſince 4 lov'd 
her before I either knew her Birth or Name I muſt pur- 
ſue my Reſolution, and marry her. 

Ped. And is all your holy Intent of becoming 8 Nun 
debauch'd into a Deſire of Man? © 

Hell. Why——TI have confider'd the Matter, Brother, 
ad- And the three hundred thouſand Crowns my Uncle 


leſt me (and you cannot keep from — ©) 


E. F 
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laid out in Love than in Religion, and turn to as good an 


Account let moſt Voices carry it, * Heaven © or 
the Captain ? 

All cry. A Captain, a Captain. 

Hell. Lacking Sir, tis a clear Caſe. 

Ped. Oh I am mad if I refuſe, my Lites in 
Danger 22 


lr s one Motive induces me — take her—T 
ſhall now be free from the Fear of her Honour; guard it 
you now, if you can, I have been a Slave to't long 
enough. [Gives her to him. 

Will. Faith, Sir, I am of a Nation, that are of opinion 
a Woman's Honour is not worth guarding when ſhe _ 2 
Mind to part with it. 

Hell. Well ſaid Captain. | 

Ped. This was your Plot, Mitres, but I hope you hay 
married one that will revenge my Quarrel to you 


Val. There's no altering Deſtiny, Sir. 

Ped. Sooner than a Womans Will, therefore. I forgive 
you all————-and wiſh you may get my Father's Pardon 
as eafily ; which I fear. 

Euer Blunt red in a Spaniſh Habit, hooking very ridicu- 
louſly ; his Man adjuſting his Band. 

Man. Tis very well, Sir. - 

Blunt. Well, Sir, Shearlikins I tell you *tis-dammable 
ill —— — Spaniſh Habit, good Lord? Cou'd the 
Devil and my Taylor deviſe no other Puniſhment 101 12 
bat the Mode of a "Nation I abominate ? 

Belv. What's the Matter, Ned ? 

Blunt. Pray view me round, and judge I Turns round. 

Belv. I muſt confeſs thou art a kind of an odd Figure. 

Blunt. In a Spaniſh Habit with a Vengeance! I had 
rather be in the Inquiſition for Judaiſm, than in this 
Doublet and Breeches; a Pillory were an eaſy Collar to 
this, three Handfuls high ; and theſe Shoes too are worſe 
than the Stocks, with the Sole an Inch ſhorter than my 
Foot: In fine, Gentlemen, methinks I look altogether like 
a Bag of Bays ſtuff d full of Fools Fleſh. 


17 2 Iain "tis well, and e 
0a 
Come, Sir, ſettle” your Face, and alute our Eriends, 


Lady 
2 Hah! Sayſt thou ſo, my little Roveo?:. 
| [7o Hell. 
LA f you be one) give me leave to kiſs your Hand, 
and tell you, Sheartlikins, for all I look fo, I am your 


humble Servant A Fox of my Spaniſh Habit. 
Vill. Hark——what $ this ? Ce is heard to play. 
Enter Boy. " 


Bey. Sir, as the Cuſtom is, the gay People in Maſque- | 
rade, Who make every Man's Houſe their own, are | 
coming up. 

Enter ſeveral Men and Nomen in maſquing Habits, with 
+ Muſick, they put themſelves in order and dance. 

Blunt. 'Sheartlikins, wou'd *twere lawful to pull off 
their falſe Faces, that I may ſee if my Doxy were not 
amongſt em. 

Belp. Ladies and Gentlemen, ſince you are come ſo I 
i Frepos, you muſt take a {mall Collation with us. 


[Fo the Maſguers. 
Will. Whilſt well to the Good Man within, who ſtays 
to give us a Caſt of his Office. [To Hell. 


wave you no trembling at the near approach? 
Hell. No more than you have in an Engagement or a 


. 7 Bead thou'rt a brave Girl, and I admire thy Love 
and Courage. N 
Lead on, no other Dangers they can dread, 
Who venture in the Storms o 75 Marriage. Bed. 
| | [Exeunt, 


FINS. 


